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MODERN LAYS AND
BALLADS

THE DIVERTING HISTORY OF JOHN GILPIN,

SHOWING HOW HE WENT FARTHER THAN HE INTENDED,
AND CAME SAFE HOME AGAIN

JOHN GILPIN was a citizen

Of credit and renown,

A train-band captain eke was he

Of famous London town.

John Gilpin's spouse said to her dear 5

Though wedded we have been

These twice ten tedious years, yet we
No holiday have seen.

To-morrow is our wedding-day,
And we will then repair 10

Unto the Bell at Edmonton
All in a chaise and pair.



COWPER

My sister, and my sister's child,

Myself, and children three,

Will fill the chaise ; so you must ride 15

On horseback after we.

He soon replied I do admire

Of womankind but one,

And you are she, my dearest dear,

Therefore it shall be done. 20

I am a linen-draper bold,

As all the world doth know,

And my good friend the calender

Will lend his horse to go.

Quoth Mrs. Gilpin That 's well said ; 25

And, for that wine is dear,

We will be furnished with our own,

Which is both bright and clear.

John Gilpin kissed his loving wife ;

O'erjoyed was he to find

That, though on pleasure she was bent,

She had a frugal mind.

The morning came, the chaise was brought,

But yet was not allowed

To drive up to the door, lest all 35

Should say that she was proud.



JOHN GILPIN 5

So three doors off the chaise was stayed,

Where they did all get in ;

Six precious souls, and all agog
To dash through thick and thin ! 40

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels,

Were never folk so glad,

The stones did rattle underneath,

As if Cheapside were mad.

John Gilpin at his horse's side 45

Seized fast the flowing mane,
And up he got, in haste to ride,

But soon came down again ;

For saddle-tree scarce reached had he,

His journey to begin, 50

When, turning round his head, he saw

Three customers come in.

So down he came ; for loss of time,

Although it grieved him sore,

Yet loss of pence, full well he knew, 55

Would trouble him much more.

'Twas long before the customers

Were suited to their mind,

When Betty screaming came down stairs
' The wine is left behind !

'
60
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Good lack ! quoth he yet bring it me,

My leathern belt likewise,

In which I bear my trusty sword

When I do exercise.

Now mistress Gilpin (careful soul !) 65

Had two stone bottles found,

To hold the liquor that she loved,

And keep it safe and sound.

Each bottle had a curling ear,

Through which the belt he drew, 70

And hung a bottle on each side,

To make his balance true.

Then, over all, that he might be

Equipped from top to toe,

His long red cloak, well brushed and neat, 75

He manfully did throw.

Now see him mounted once again

Upon his nimble steed,

Full slowly pacing o'er the stones,

With caution and good heed ! 80

But, finding soon a smoother road

Beneath his well-shod feet,

The snorting beast began to trot,

Which galled him in his seat.
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So, Fair and softly, John he cried, 85

But John he cried in vain ;

That trot became a gallop soon,

In spite of curb and rein.

So stooping down, as needs he must
Who cannot sit upright, 90

He grasped the mane with both his hands,

And eke with all his might.

His horse, who never in that sort

Had handled been before,

What thing upon his back had got 95

Did wonder more and more.

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought ;

Away went hat and wig !

He little dreamt, when he set out,

Of running such a rig ! 100

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly,

Like streamer long and gay,

Till, loop and button failing both,

At last it flew away.

Then might all people well discern 105

The bottles he had slung ;

A bottle swinging at each side,

As hath been said or sung.
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The dogs did bark, the children screamed,

Up flew the windows all ;
no

And every soul cried out Well done !

As loud as he could bawl.

Away went Gilpin who but he ?

His fame soon spread around

He carries weight ! he rides a race ! 115

'Tis for a thousand pound !

And still, as fast as he drew near,

'Twas wonderful to view

How in a trice the turnpike-men
Their gates wide open threw. 120

And now, as he went bowing down
His reeking head full low,

The bottles twain behind his back

Were shattered at a blow.

Down ran the wine into the road, 125

Most piteous to be seen,

Which made his horse's flanks to smoke
As they had basted been.

But still he seemed to carry weight,
With leathern girdle braced ; 130

For all might see the bottle-necks

Still dangling at his waist.
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Thus all through merry Islington

These gambols he did play,

And till he came unto the Wash 135

Of Edmonton so gay.

And there he threw the wash about

On both sides of the way,
Just like unto a trundling mop,
Or a wild goose at play. 140

At Edmonton his loving wife

From the balcony spied
Her tender husband, wondering much
To see how he did ride. m .

Stop, stop, John Gilpin ! Here 's the house

They all at once did cry ; 146

The dinner waits, and we are tired :

Said Gilpin So am I !

But yet his horse was not a whit

Inclined to tarry there ; 150

For why ? his owner had a house

Full ten miles off, at Ware.

So like an arrow swift he flew,

Shot by an archer strong ;

So did he fly which brings me to 155

The middle of my song.
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Away went Gilpin, out of breath,

And sore against his will,

Till at his friend the calender's

His horse at last stood still. 160

The calender, amazed to see

His neighbour in such trim,

Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate,

And thus accosted him :

What news ? what news ? your tidings tell ; 165

Tell me you must and shall

Say why bare-headed you are come,
Or why you come at all ?

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit,

And loved a timely joke ; 170

And thus unto the calender

In merry guise he spoke :

I came because your horse would come ;

And, if I well forebode,

My hat and wig will soon be here 175

They are upon the road.

The calender, right glad to find

His friend in merry pin,

Returned him not a single word,

But to the house went in ;
180
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Whence straight he came with hat and wig ;

A wig that flowed behind,

A hat not much the worse for wear,

Each comely in its kind.

He held them up, and, in his turn, 183

Thus showed his ready wit

My head is twice as big as your's,

They therefore needs must fit.

But let me scrape the dirt away
That hangs upon your face ; 190

And stop and eat, for well you may
Be in a hungry case.

Said John It is my wedding-day,
And all the world would stare,

If wife should dine at Edmonton 195

And I should dine at Ware !

So, turning to his horse, he said

I am in haste to dine ;

'Twas for your pleasure you came here,

You shall go back for mine. 200

Ah, luckless speech, and bootless boast !

For which he paid full dear ;

For, while he spake, a braying ass

Did sing most loud and clear ;
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Whereat his horse did snort, as he 205

Had heard a lion roar,

And galloped off with all his might
As he had done before.

Away went Gilpin, and away
Went Gilpin's hat and wig ! 210

He lost them sooner than at first

For why ? they were too big !

Now, mistress Gilpin, when she saw

Her husband posting down
Into the country far away, 215

She pulled out half a crown ;

And thus unto the youth she said

That drove them to the Bell

This shall be yours when you bring back

My husband safe and well. 220

The youth did ride, and soon did meet

John coming back amain ;

Whom in a trice he tried to stop,

By catching at his rein ;

But, not performing what he meant, 225

And gladly would have done,

The frighted steed he frighted more,

And made him faster run.
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Away went Gilpin, and away
Went post-boy at his heels ! 230

The post-boy's horse right glad to miss

The lumbering of the wheels.

Six gentlemen upon the road,

Thus seeing Gilpin fly,

With post-boy scampering in the rear, 235

They raised the hue and cry :

Stop thief ! stop thief ! a highwayman !

Not one of them was mute ;

And all and each that passed that way
Did join in the pursuit. 240

And now the turnpike gates again
Flew open in short space ;

The toll-men thinking, as before,

That Gilpin rode a race.

And so he did and won it too ! 245

For he got first to town ;

Nor stopped till where he had got up
He did again get down.

Now let us sing Long live the King,
And Gilpin long live he ; 250

And, when he next doth ride abroad,

May I be there to see !

W. COWPEE.
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AULD ROBIN GRAY

WHEN the sheep are in the fauld, when the cows
come hame,

And a' the weary warld to quiet rest are gane,
The woes of my heart fa' in showers frae my ee

Unkenned by my gudeman, who soundly sleeps by
me.

Young Jamie loo'd me weel, and sought me for his

bride ; 5

But saving ae crown-piece he'd naething else beside.

To make the crown a pound, my Jamie gaed to sea ;

And the crown and the pound, oh ! they were baith

for me !

i

Before he had been gane a twelvemonth and a day,

My father brak his arm, our cow was stown away ;
10

My mother she fell sick my Jamie was at sea

And auld Robin Gray, oh ! he came a-courting me.

My father cou'dna work my mother cou'dna spin ;

I toiled day and night, but their bread I cou'dna win.

Auld Rob maintained them baith, and wi' tears in

his ee 15

Said,
'

Jenny, for their sakes, oh ! will you marry
me?'
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My heart it said na, and I looked for Jamie back ;

But hard blew the winds, and his ship was a wrack
;

His ship it was a wrack ! Why didna Jamie dee ?

Or wherefore am I spared to cry out, Woe is me ? 20

My father argued sair my mother didna speak,

But she looked in my face till my heart was like to

break ;

They gied him my hand, but my heart was in the sea;

And so auld Robin Gray, he was gudeman to me.

I hadna been his wife a week but only four, 25

When mournfu' as I sat on the stane at my door,

I saw my Jamie's ghaist I cou'dna think it he,

Till he said :

'

I'm come hame, my love, to marry
thee !

'

Oh sair, sair did we greet, and mickle say of a'.

Ae kiss we took, nae mair I bad him gang awa. 30

I wish that I were dead, but I'm no like to dee ;

For O, I am but young to cry out, Woe is me !

I gang like a ghaist, and I carena much to spin ;

I darena think o' Jamie, for that wad be a sin.

But I will do my best a gude wife ay to be, 35

For auld Robin Gray, oh ! he is sae kind to me.

ANNE, LADY BARNARD.
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THE OUTLAW
BRIGNAL banks are wild and fair,

And Greta woods are green,

And you may gather garlands there

Would grace a summer queen.
And as I rode by Dalton-hall 5

Beneath the turrets high,

A maiden on the castle-wall

Was singing merrily,
*

O, Brignal Banks are fresh and fair,

And Greta woods are green ;
10

I'd rather rove with Edmund there,

Than reign our English queen.'
*

If, maiden, thou wouldst wend with me,
To leave both tower and town,

Thou first must guess what life lead we, 15

That dwell by dale and down.

And if thou canst that riddle read,

As read full well you may,
Then to the greenwood shalt thou speed,
As blithe as Queen of May.' 20

Yet sung she,
'

Brignal banks are fair,

And Greta woods are green ;

I'd rather rove with Edmund there,

Than reign our English queen.
*
I read you, by your bugle-horn, 25

And by your palfrey good,

1 read you for a ranger sworn,

To keep the king's greenwood.*
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' A ranger, lady, winds his horn,

And 'tis at peep of light ; 30

His blast is heard at merry morn,
And mine at dead of night.'

Yet sung she,
'

Brignal banks are fair,

And Greta woods are gay ;

I would I were with Edmund there, 35

To reign his Queen of May !

' With burnished brand and musketoon,
So gallantly you come,

I read you for a bold dragoon,
That lists the tuck of drum.' 40

'

I list no more the tuck of drum,
No more the trumpet hear ;

But when the beetle sounds his hum,

My comrades take the spear.

And O ! though Brignal banks be fair, 45

And Greta woods be gay,
Yet mickle must the maiden dare

Would reign my Queen of May !

* Maiden ! a nameless life I lead,

A nameless death I'll die ; 50

The fiend, whose lantern lights the mead,
Were better mate than I !

And when I'm with my comrades met
Beneath the greenwood bough,

What once we were we all forget, 55

Nor think what we are now.
O.G. BALLADS
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Yet Brignal banks are fresh and fair,

And Greta woods are green,

And you may gather garlands there

Would grace a summer queen.' 60

SIR W. SCOTT.

THE RIME OF THE ANCIENT
MARINER

PART I

An ancient IT Js an ancient Mariner,Manner
meeteth three And he stoppeth one of three.
gallants
bidden to a

*

By thy long grey beard and glittering
wedding-feast,

J J J

and detaineth eye,
one.

Now wherefore stopp'st thou me ?

The Bridegroom's doors are opened wide,

And I am next of kin ;
6

The guests are met, the feast is set :

May'st hear the merry din.'

He holds him with his skinny hand,
' There was a ship ', quoth he. 10

' Hold off ! unhand me, grey-beard
loon !

'

Eftsoons his hand dropt he.
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He holds him with his glittering eye
The Wedding-Guest stood still,

And listens like a three years' child

The Mariner hath his will.

The Wedding-
Guest is spell
bound by the

eye of the old
1 5 seafaring man,

and constrained
to hear his tale.

The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone :

He cannot choose but hear ;

And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner :

* The ship was cheered, the harbour

cleared,

Merrily did we drop
Below the kirk, below the hill,

Below the lighthouse top.

The Sun came up upon the left,

Out of the sea came he !

And he shone bright, and on the right

Went down into the sea.

The Mariner
tells how the

ship sailed

southward with
a good wind
and fair

weather, till

it reached the
Line.

Higher and higher every day,

Till over the mast at noon 30

The Wedding-Guest here beat his breast,

For he heard the loud bassoon.

The bride hath paced into the hall,

Red as a rose is she ;

Nodding their heads before her goes
The merry minstrelsy.

B2

The Wedding-
Guest heareth
the bridal
music ; but the
Mariner con-
tinueth his tale.
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The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast,

Yet he cannot choose but hear ;

And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner : 40

The ship driven
* And now the Storm-blast came, and he

by 8> stonn. to- T^T i

ward the South Was tyrannous and strong :

He struck with his o'ertaking wings,

And chased us south along.

With sloping masts and dipping prow, 45

As who pursued with yell and blow

Still treads the shadow of his foe,

And forward bends his head,

The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast,

And southward ay we fled. 50

And now there came both mist and snow
And it grew wondrous cold :

And ice, mast-high, came floating by,
As green as emerald. 54

The land of ice, And through the drifts the snowy clifts
and of fearful T-V-J -, -,- , ,

sounds, where Did send a dismal sheen :

no living thing XT , ,, , .

was to be seen. Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken-
The ice was all between.

The ice was here, the ice was there,

The ice was all around : 60
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It cracked and growled, and roared and

howled,

Like noises in a swound !

21

At length did cross an Albatross,

Thorough the fog it came ;

As if it had been a Christian soul,

We hailed it in God's name.

It ate the food it ne'er had eat,

And round and round it flew.

The ice did split with a thunder-fit ;

The helmsman steered us through !

Till a great
sea-bird, called
the Albatross,
came through

65 the snow-fog,
and was re
ceived with
great joy and
hospitality.

70

And a good south wind sprung up behind ;

The Albatross did follow,

And every day, for food or play,

Came to the mariner's hollo !

In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud, 75

It perched for vespers nine ;

Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke

white,

Glimmered the white moonshine.'

And lo ! the
Albatross

proveth a bird
of good omen,
and foUoweth
the ship as it

returned north
ward through
fog and floating
ice.

The ancient
' God save thee, ancient Mariner,

From the fiends, that plague thee thus !

Why look'st thou so ?
' ' With mySSSSUi*""

crossbow 81
omen '

I shot the Albatross.'
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PART II

The Sun now rose upon the right :

Out of the sea came he,

Still hid in mist, and on the left 85

Went down into the sea.

And the good south wind still blew behind,

But no sweet bird did follow,

Nor any day for food or play
Came to the mariners' hollo ! 90

His shipmates And I had done a hellish thing,
cry out against . , . ..

the ancient And it would work em woe :

Mariner, for _, .

kming the bird t or all averred I had killed the bird

That made the breeze to blow.

Ah wretch ! said they, the bird to slay 95

That made the breeze to blow !

But when the Nor dim nor red, like God's own head,
fog cleared off. m , , <-,

. .

they justify the 1 he gloriOUS bun UpriSt I

nSe them-
hu8

Then all averred I had killed the bird

piicesin the That brought the fog and mist. 100

'Twas right, said they, such birds to slay,

That bring the fog and mist.

fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,

The furrow followed free ;

the first that
it; reaches the Into ^at silent Sea.
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Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt The ship hath
been suddenly

UOWn, becalmed.

'Twas sad as sad could be ;

And we did speak only to break

The silence of the sea ! 'no

All in a hot and copper sky,

The bloody Sun, at noon,

Right up above the mast did stand,

No bigger than the Moon.

Day after day, day after day, 115

We stuck, nor breath nor motion

As idle as a painted ship

Upon a painted ocean.

Water, water, everywhere, AndtbeAiba-
' > '

tross begins to

And all the boards did shrink ;
120 be avenged.

Water, water, everywhere,
Nor any drop to drink.

The very deep did rot : O Christ !

That ever this should be !

Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs 125

Upon the slimy sea.

About, about, in reel and rout

The death-fires danced at night ;

The water, like a witch's oils,

Burnt green, and blue, and white. 130
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And some in dreams assured were

Of the Spirit that plagued us so ;

Nine fathom deep he had followed us

From the land of mist and snow.

A Spirit had
followed them ;

one of the in-

visible inhabi
tants of this

planet, neither

departed souls
norangels ; con
cerning whom the learned Jew, Josephus, and the Platonic Constantino-

politan, Michael Psellus, may be consulted. They are very numerous, and
there is no climate or element without one or more.

And every tongue, through utter drought,

Was withered at the root ; 136

We could not speak, no more than if

We had been choked with soot.

The shipmates, Ah ! well-a-dav ! what evil looks
in their sore *

distress, would Had I from old and young !

fain throw the '

Instead of the cross, the Albatross

About my neck was hung.

140

whole guilt on
the ancient
Mariner : in

sign whereof
they hang the
dead sea-bird
round his neck.

The ancient
Mariner be-
holdeth a sign
in the element
afar off.

PART III

There passed a weary time. Each throat

Was parched, and glazed each eye.

A weary time ! a weary time ! 145

How glazed each weary eye !

When looking westward, I beheld

A something in the sky.

At first it seemed a little speck,
And then it seemed a mist ; 150

It moved and moved, and took at last

A certain shape, I wist.
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A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist !

And still it neared and neared :

As if it dodged a water-sprite, 155

It plunged and tacked and veered.

With throats unslaked, with black lips At its nearer
. - , approach, it

baked, seemeth him
tir u it. -i

to be a ship;We COUld nor lauh nor Wail ; and at a dear

Through utter drought all dumbwe stood !

I bit my arm, I sucked the blood, 160 thTbonds of

And cried, A sail ! a sail !

With throats unslaked, with black lips

baked,

Agape they heard me call :

Gramercy ! they for joy did grin,
A flash ofjoy;

And all at once their breath drew in, 165

As they were drinking all.

See! see! (I cried) she tacks no more !
And horror

v follows. For
Hither to work us weal it be a

ship that comes
Without a breeze, without a tide, onward without

01 T -iiit wind or tide?
she steadies with upright keel ! 170

The western wave was all aflame,

The day was wellnigh done !

Almost upon the western wave
Rested the broad, bright Sun ;

When that strange shape drove suddenly
Betwixt us and the Sun. 176
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it seemeth him And straight the Sun was flecked with
but the skele-

ton of a ship. bars

(Heaven's Mother send us grace !),

As if through a dungeon-grate he peered
With broad and burning face. 180

Alas ! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)
How fast she nears and nears !

Are those her sails that glance in the Sun,

Like restless gossameres ?

And its ribs
are seen as
bars on the
face of the

setting Sun.

The Spectre-
Woman and her
Death-mate,
and no other
on board the
skeleton ship.
Like vessel,
like crew J

Are those her ribs through which the

Sun 185

Did peer, as through a grate ?

And is that Woman all her crew ?

Is that a Death ? and are there two ?

Is Death that Woman's mate ?

Her lips were red, her looks were free, 190

Her locks were yellow as gold :

Her skin was as white as leprosy,

The Nightmare Life-in-Death was she,

Who thicks man's blood with cold.

Death and The naked hulk alongside came, 195

haro'dice^for And the twain were casting dice ;

and she
p
'(the

rew " The game is done ! I've won ! I've
latter) winneth , f

"
the ancient
Mariner.

won

Quoth she, and whistles thrice.
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The Sun's rim dips ; the stars rush out : NO twilight
within the

At one stride comes the dark ;
200 courts of the

With far-heard whisper, o'er the sea,

Off shot the spectre-bark.

We listened and looked sideways up !

Fear at my heart, as at a cup,

My life-blood seemed to sip ! 205

The stars were dim, and thick the night,

The steersman's face by his lamp gleamed
white ;

From the sails the dew did drip
Till clomb above the eastern bar At the rising

The horned Moon, with one bright star

Within the nether tip. 211

One after one, by the star-dogged Moon, one after

Too quick for groan or sigh,
lier>

Each turned his face with a ghastly pang,
And cursed me with his eye. 215

Four times fifty living men His shipmates

(And I heard nor sigh nor groan), dea.
d wn

With heavy thump, a lifeless lump,

They dropped down one by one.

The souls did from their bodies fly 220 But Life-in-

rnu a J j. uv i
Death begins

Ihey lied to bliss or woe ! her work on
-,

, .
. -, , the ancient

And every soul, it passed me by, Mariner.

Like the whizz of my crossbow !

'
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The Wedding-
Guest feareth
that a spirit
is talking to
him.

PART IV

*
I fear thee, ancient Mariner !

I fear thy skinny hand ! 225

And thou art long, and lank, and brown,
As is the ribbed sea-sand.

But the an
cient Mariner
assureth him
of his bodily
life, and pro-
ceedeth to re
late his horrible

penance.

I fear thee and thy glittering eye,

And thy skinny hand so brown.'
* Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-

Guest ! 230

This body dropt not down.

Alone, alone, all, all alone,

Alone on a wide wide sea !

And never a saint took pity on

My soul in agony. 235

He despiseth The many men, so beautiful !

the creatures of A j .1 n j j j-j i-
the calm, And they all dead did lie :

And a thousand thousand slimy things

Lived on : and so did I.

And envieth
that they
should live,
and so many
lie dead.

I looked upon the rotting sea, 240

And drew my eyes away ;

I looked upon the rotting deck,

And there the dead men lay.

I looked to heaven, and tried to pray ;

But or ever a prayer had gusht, 245
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A wicked whisper came, and made

My heart as dry as dust.

I closed my lids, and kept them close,

And the balls like pulses beat ;

For the sky and the sea, and the sea and

the sky, 250

Lay like a load on my weary eye,

And the dead were at my feet.

The cold sweat melted from their limbs, But the curse
- T . , . , ,

liveth for him
.Nor rot nor reek did they : in the eye of the

The look with which they looked on me
Had never passed away. 256

An orphan's curse would drag to hell

A spirit from on high ;

But oh ! more horrible than that

Is the curse in a dead man's eye ! 260

Seven days, seven nights, I saw that

curse,

And yet I could not die.

The moving Moon went up the sky. in his loneii-r J ' ness and
And nowhere did abide ;

fixedness he
yearneth

Softly She Was going Up, 265 towards the
. \ journeying

And a star or two beside Moon, and the
stars that still

sojourn, yet still move onward
;
and everywhere the blue sky belongs to them,

and is their appointed rest, and their native country and their own natural
homes, which they enter unannounced, as lords that are certainly expected and
yet there is a silent joy at their arrival.
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Her beams bemocked the sultry main,

Like April hoar-frost spread ;

But where the ship's huge shadow lay,

The charmed water burnt alway 270

A still and awful red.

By the light
of the Moon
he beholdeth
God 's crea
tures of the

great calm.

Beyond the shadow of the ship,

I watched the water-snakes :

They moved in tracks of shining white,

And when they reared, the elfish light

Fell off in hoary flakes. 276

Within the shadow of the ship

I watched their rich attire :

Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,

They coiled and swam ; and every track

Was a flash of golden fire. 281

Their beauty
and their

happiness.

He blesseth
them in his
heart.

O happy living things ! no tongue
Their beauty might declare :

A spring of love gushed from my heart,

And I blessed them unaware : 285

Sure my kind saint took pity on me,

And I blessed them unaware.

The spell
begins to
break.

The selfsame moment I could pray ;

And from my neck so free

The Albatross fell off, and sank 290

Like lead into the sea.
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PART V

O sleep ! it is a gentle thing,

Beloved from pole to pole !

To Mary Queen the praise be given !

She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven,
That slid into my soul. 296

The silly buckets on the deck, By grace of

That had so long remained, Mother, the

I dreamt that they were filled with dew ; Mariner isii r i . . -i refreshed
And when I awoke, it rained. 300 with ram.

My lips were wet, my throat was cold,

My garments all were dank ;

Sure I had drunken in my dreams,
And still my body drank.

I moved, and could not feel my limbs :

I was so light almost 306

I thought that I had died in sleep,

And was a blessed ghost.

And soon I heard a roaring wind : He heareth

T ... sounds and
It did not come anear ; 310 seeth strange

But with its sound it shook the sails, commotions
m , . , . , in the sky and
1 hat were so thin and sere. the element.

The upper air burst into life !

And a hundred fire-flags sheen ;
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To and fro they were hurried about ! 315

And to and fro, and in and out,

The wan stars danced between.

And the coming wind did roar more loud,

And the sails did sigh like sedge ;

And the rain poured down from one black

cloud ; 320

The Moon was at its edge.

The thick black cloud was cleft, and still

The Moon was at its side ;

Like waters shot from some high crag,

The lightning fell with never a jag, 325

A river steep and wide.

The bodies of The loud wind never reached the ship,
the ship's crew i i
are inspired, Yet now the ship moved on !

and the ship . i i -mr
moves on ; Beneath the lightning and the Moon

The dead men gave a groan. 330

They groaned, they stirred, they all

uprose,

Nor spake, nor moved their eyes ;

It had been strange, even in a dream,

To have seen those dead men rise.

The helmsman steered, the ship moved
on ; 335

Yet never a breeze up-blew ;
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The mariners all 'gan work the ropes,
Where they were wont to do ;

They raised their limbs like lifeless tools

We were a ghastly crew. 340

The body of my brother's son

Stood by me, knee to knee :

The body and I pulled at one rope,
But he said naught to me.'

*
I fear thee, ancient Mariner !

'

345
' Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest :

'Twas not those souls that fled in pain,

Which to their corses came again,

But a troop of spirits blest :
of

e

an^eUc
p

spirits, sent down by the invocation of the guardian saint.

For when it dawned they dropped their

arms, 350

And clustered round the mast ;

Sweet sounds rose slowly through their

mouths,
And from their bodies passed.

Around, around, flew each sweet sound,
Then darted to the Sun ;

Slowly the sounds came back again, 356

Now mixed, now one by one.

O.O. BALLADS C
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Sometimes a-dropping from the sky
I heard the skylark sing ;

Sometimes all little birds that are, 360

How they seemed to fill the sea and air

With their sweet jargoning !

And now 'twas like all instruments,

Now like a lonely flute ;

And now it is an angel's song, 365

That makes the Heavens be mute.

It ceased ; yet still the sails made on
A pleasant noise till noon,

A noise like of a hidden brook

In the leafy month of June, 370

That to the sleeping woods all night

Singeth a quiet tune.

Till noon we quietly sailed on,

Yet never a breeze did breathe :

Slowly and smoothly went the ship, 375

Moved onward from beneath.

The lonesome Under the keel nine fathom deep,
Spirit from the . ,
South Pole From the land of mist and snow,
carries on the . ,

ship as fer as The Spirit slid : and it was he
the Line, in
obedience to That made the ship to go. 380
the angelic .. , , .. . .

troop, but still The sails at noon left on their tune,

And the ship stood still also.
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The Sun, right up above the mast,

Had fixed her to the ocean :

But in a minute she 'gan stir, 385

With a short uneasy motion

Backwards and forwards half her length
With a short uneasy motion.

Then like a pawing horse let go,

She made a sudden bound : 390

It flung the blood into my head,

And I fell down in a swound.

How long in that same fit I lay,

I have not to declare ; fSeinhabi
But ere my living life returned, 395 ^ment 'take

I heard and in my soul discerned part in hie

_ wrong ; and

Two voices in the air, two of them
relate, one to
the other, that

penance long
and heavy for

"Is it he?" quoth one, "is this the ?
ancient

Mariner hath
man ? t>een accorded

to the Polar

By him who died on cross, &/* Spirit, who
Vy returneth

With his cruel blow he laid full low 400 southward.

The harmless Albatross.

The spirit who bideth by himself

In the land of mist and snow,
He loved the bird that loved the man
Who shot him with his bow." 405

c2
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The other was a softer voice,

As soft as honey-dew :

Quoth he,
" The man hath penance done,

And penance more will do."

PART VI
First Voice :

" But tell me, tell me ! speak again, 410

Thy soft response renewing
What makes that ship drive on so fast ?

What is the ocean doing ?
"

Second Voice :

"
Still as a slave before his lord,

The ocean hath no blast ; 415

His great bright eye most silently

Up to the Moon is cast

If he may know which way to go ;

For she guides him smooth or grim.

See, brother, see ! how graciously 420

She looketh down on him."

First Voice:

The Mariner " But why drives on that ship so fast,hath been cast J

into a trance ; Without or wave or wind ?
for the angelic
power causeth v

the vessel to fjprnnfj Vnirp
drive northward Second V OICC .

faster than 44 . . ,
human life The air is cut away before,
could endure. ,

, _ . . . ,

And closes from behind. 425
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Fly, brother, fly ! more high, more high !

Or we shall be belated :

For slow and slow that ship will go,

When the Mariner's trance is abated."

I woke, and we were sailing on 430 The super-
. ,1 natural mot

As in a gentle weather : is retarded

'Twas night, calm night, the Moon was
v r

.
his penancenlg" begins anew.

The dead men stood together.

All stood together on the deck,

For a charnel-dungeon fitter : 435

All fixed on me their stony eyes,

That in the Moon did glitter.

The pang, the curse, with which they

died,

Had never passed away :

I could not draw my eyes from theirs, 440

Nor turn them up to pray.

And now this spell was snapt : once more The curse is

T .
, , , finally expiated.

I viewed the ocean green,

And looked far forth, yet little saw
Of what had else been seen 445

Like one that on a lonesome road

Doth walk in fear and dread,

And having once turned round walks on,

And turns no more his head ;
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Because he knows, a frightful fiend 45

Doth close behind him tread.

But soon there breathed a wind on me,
Nor sound nor motion made :

Its path was not upon the sea,

In ripple or in shade. 455

It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek

Like a meadow-gale of spring

It mingled strangely with my fears,

Yet it felt like a welcoming.

Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship, 460

Yet she sailed softly too :

Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze

On me alone it blew.

And the ancient O dream of joy ! is this indeed
Mariner be- ml , . ,.* T o
holdeth his The lighthouse top 1 SCC .' 465

re country.

Is this mine own countree ?

We drifted o'er the harbour-bar,

And I with sobs did pray
O let me be awake, my God ! 47

Or let me sleep alway.

The harbour-bay was clear as glass,

So smoothly it was strewn !
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And on the bay the moonlight lay,

And the shadow of the Moon. 475

The rock shone bright, the kirk no less,

That stands above the rock :

The moonlight steeped in silentness

The steady weathercock.

And the bay was white with silent light, The angelic
. . - i spirits leave the

Till rising from the same, 481 dead bodies,

Full many shapes, that shadows were,

In crimson colours came.

A little distance from the prow tlfefr

Those crimson shadows were : 485
o

I turned my eyes upon the deck

O Christ ! what saw I there !

Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat,

And, by the holy rood !

A man all light, a seraph-man, 490

On every corse there stood.

This seraph-band, each waved his hand :

It was a heavenly sight !

They stood as signals to the land,

Each one a lovely light ; 495

This seraph-band, each waved his hand,

No voice did they impart
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No voice ; but oh ! the silence sank

Like music on my heart.

But soon I heard the dash of oars, 500

I heard the Pilot's cheer ;

My head was turned perforce away,
And I saw a boat appear.

The Pilot and the Pilot's boy,
I heard them coming fast : 505

Dear Lord in Heaven ! it was a joy
The dead men could not blast.

I saw a third I heard his voice :

It is the Hermit good !

He singeth loud his godly hymns 510

That he makes in the wood.

He'll shrieve my soul, he'll wash away
The Albatross's blood.

PART VII

The Hermit This hermit good lives in that wood
of the Wood. IHT-I 1.1 j ^iWhich slopes down to the sea. 515

How loudly his sweet voice he rears !

He loves to talk with marineres

That come from a far countree.

He kneels at morn, and noon, and eve

He hath a cushion plump : 520

It is the moss that wholly hides

The rotted old oak-stump.
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The skiff-boat neared : I heard them talk,
"
Why, this is strange, I trow !

Where are those lights so many and fair,

That signal made but now ?
"

526

"
Strange, by my faith !

" the Hermit Approaches
. j the ship with

Said wonder.
" And they answered not our cheer !

The planks look warped ! and see those

sails,

How thin they are and sere ! 530

I never saw aught like to them,
Unless perchance it were

Brown skeletons of leaves that lag

My forest-brook along ; 534

When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow,
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below,
That eats the she-wolf's young."

" Dear Lord ! it hath a fiendish look

(The Pilot made reply)

I am a-feared."
" Push on, push on !

"

Said the Hermit cheerily. 541

The boat came closer to the ship,

But I nor spake nor stirred ;

The boat came close beneath the ship,

And straight a sound was heard. 545
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Under the water it rumbled on,

Still louder and more dread :

It reached the ship, it split the bay ;

The ship went down like lead.

Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound,

Which sky and ocean smote, 551

Like one that hath been seven days
drowned

My body lay afloat ;

But swift as dreams, myself I found

Within the Pilot's boat. 555

Upon the whirl, where sank the ship,

The boat spun round and round ;

And all was still, save that the hill

Was telling of the sound.

I moved my lips the Pilot shrieked 560

And fell down in a fit ;

The holy Hermit raised his eyes,

And prayed where he did sit.

I took the oars : the Pilot's boy,
Who now doth crazy go, 565

Laughed loud and long, and all the while

His eyes went to and fro.

" Ha ! ha !

"
quoth he,

"
full plain I see

The Devil knows how to row."
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And now, all in my own countree, 570

I stood on the firm land !

The Hermit stepped forth from the boat,

And scarcely he could stand.

" O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man !

" be ancient
J Manner

The Hermit crossed his brow.

"Say quick," quoth he, "I bid

say
What manner of man art thou ?

"

earnestly en-
*" "

treateth the

thee Hermit to
shrieve him ;

and the pen-
anee of life

falls on him.

Forthwith this frame of mine was

wrenched

With a woful agony,
Which forced me to begin my tale ; 580

And then it left me free.

Since then, at an uncertain hour,

That agony returns :

And till my ghastly tale is told,

This heart within me burns.

And ever
and anon
throughout
his future life

an agony
Q constraineth
5S him to travel

from land to
;

land

I pass, like night, from land to land ;

I have strange power of speech ;

That moment that his face I see,

I know the man that must hear me :

To him my tale I teach. 590
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What loud uproar bursts from that door !

The wedding-guests are there :

But in the garden-bower the bride

And bride-maids singing are :

And hark the little vesper bell, 595

Which biddeth me to prayer !

O Wedding-Guest ! this soul hath been

Alone on a wide wide sea :

So lonely 'twas, that God himself

Scarce seemed there to be. 600

O sweeter than the marriage-feast,

'Tis sweeter far to me,
To walk together to the kirk

With a goodly company !

To walk together to the kirk, 605

And all together pray,

While each to his great Father bends,

Old men, and babes, and loving friends

And youths and maidens gay !

Farewell, farewell ! but this I tell

^ thee, tnou Wedding-Guest !

He prayeth well, who loveth wellr *

Both man and bird and beast.

610
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He prayeth best, who loveth best

All things both great and small ; 615

For the dear God who loveth us,

He made and loveth all.'

The Mariner, whose eye is bright,

Whose beard with age is hoar, 619

Is gone : and now the Wedding-Guest
Turned from the bridegroom's door.

He went like one that hath been stunned,
And is of sense forlorn :

A sadder and a wiser man
He rose the morrow morn. 625

S. T. COLERIDGE.

THE INCHCAPE ROCK

No stir in the air, no stir in the sea,

The ship was still as she could be,

Her sails from heaven received no motion,
Her keel was steady in the ocean.

Without either sign or sound of their shock

The waves flowed over the Inchcape Rock ;

So little they rose, so little they fell,

They did not move the Inchcape Bell.
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The Abbot of Aberbrothok

Had placed that bell on the Inchcape Rock ; 10

On a buoy in the storm it floated and swung,
And over the waves its warning rung.

When the Rock was hid by the surge's swell,

The mariners heard the warning bell ;

And then they knew the perilous Rock, 15

And blest the Abbot of Aberbrothok.

The Sun in heaven was shining gay,

All things were joyful on that day ;

The sea-birds screamed as they wheeled round,

And there was joyaunce in their sound. so

The buoy of the Inchcape Bell was seen

A darker speck on the ocean green ;

Sir Ralph the Rover walked his deck,

And he fixed his eye on the darker speck.

He felt the cheering power of spring, 25

It made him whistle, it made him sing ;

His heart was mirthful to excess,

But the Rover's mirth was wickedness.

His eye was on the Inchcape float ;

Quoth he,
'

My men, put out the boat, 30

And row me to the Inchcape Rock,
And I'll plague the Abbot of Aberbrothok.'
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The boat is lowered, the boatmen row,

And to the Inchcape Rock they go ;

Sir Ralph bent over from the boat, 35

And he cut the bell from the Inchcape float.

Down sunk the bell with a gurgling sound,

The bubbles rose and burst around ;

Quoth Sir Ralph,
' The next who comes to the

Rock
Won't bless the Abbot of Aberbrothok.' 40

Sir Ralph the Rover sailed away,
He scoured the seas for many a day ;

And now grown rich with plundered store,

He steers his course for Scotland's shore.

So thick a haze o'erspreads the sky 45

They cannot see the sun on high ;

The wind hath blown a gale all day,
At evening it hath died away.

On the deck the Rover takes his stand,

So dark it is they see no land. 50

Quoth Sir Ralph,
'
It will be lighter soon,

For there is the dawn of the rising moon.'

* Canst hear ', said one,
'
the breakers roar ?

For methinks we should be near the shore.'
* Now where we are I cannot tell, 55

But I wish I could hear the Inchcape Bell.'
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They hear no sound, the swell is strong ;

Though the wind hath fallen they drift along,
Till the vessel strikes with a shivering shock,
' Oh Christ ! it is the Inchcape Rock !

'
60

Sir Ralph the Rover tore his hair ;

He curst himself in his despair ;

The waves rush in on every side,

The ship is sinking beneath the tide,

But even in his dying fear 65

One dreadful sound could the Rover hear,

A sound as if with the Inchcape Bell,

The Devil below was ringing his knell.

R. SOUTHEY.

LORD ULLIN'S DAUGHTER

A CHIEFTAIN to the Highlands bound

Cries
'

Boatman, do not tarry !

And I'll give thee a silver pound
To row us o'er the ferry.'

* Now who be ye would cross Lochgyle,

This dark and stormy water ?
'

*

O, I'm the chief of Ulva's isle,

And this Lord Ullin's daughter.
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' And fast before her father's men
Three days we've fled together, 10

For, should he find us in the glen,

My blood would stain the heather.

* His horsemen hard behind us ride ;

Should they our steps discover,

Then who will cheer my bonny bride 15

When they have slain her lover ?
'

Outspoke the hardy Highland wight,
*
I'll go, my chief ! I'm ready ;

It is not for your silver bright,

But for your winsome lady. 20

*

And, by my word ! the bonny bird

In danger shall not tarry ;

So, though the waves are raging white

I'll row you o'er the ferry.'

By this the storm grew loud apace, 25

The water-wraith was shrieking ;

And in the scowl of heaven each face

Grew dark as they were speaking.

But still, as wilder blew the wind,

And as the night grew drearer, 30

Adown the glen rode armed men
Their trampling sounded nearer.

O.Q. BALLADS D
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* O haste thee, haste !
'
the lady cries,

'

Though tempests round us gather ;

I'll meet the raging of the skies, 35

But not an angry father.'

The boat has left a stormy land,

A stormy sea before her,

When, oh ! too strong for human hand,
The tempest gathered o'er her. 40

And still they rowed amidst the roai

Of waters fast prevailing :

Lord Ullin reached that fatal shore,

His wrath was changed to wailing.

For sore dismayed, through storm and shade, 45

His child he did discover :

One lovely hand she stretched for aid,

And one was round her lover.

' Come back ! come back !

'
he cried in grief

Across the stormy water : 50
' And I'll forgive your Highland chief,

My daughter ! oh my daughter !
'

'Twas vain : the loud waves lashed the shore,

Return or aid preventing ;

The waters wild went o'er his child, 55

And he was left lamenting.
T. CAMPBELL.
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LLYN-Y-DREIDDIAD-VRAWD

THE POOL OF THE DIVING FRIAR

GWENWYNWYN withdrew from the feasts of his hall :

He slept very little, he prayed not at all :

He pondered, and wandered, and studied alone ;

And sought, night and day, the philosopher's stone.

He found it at length, and he made its first proof 5

By turning to gold all the lead of his roof :

Then he bought some magnanimous heroes, all fire,

Who lived but to smite and be smitten for hire.

With these on the plains like a torrent he broke ;

He filled the whole country with flame and with

smoke ;
10

He killed all the swine, and he broached all the wine ;

He drove off the sheep, and the beeves, and the kine ;

He took castles and towns ; he cut short limbs and

lives ;

He made orphans and widows of children and wives :

This course many years he triumphantly ran, 15

And did mischief enough to be called a great man.

When, at last, he had gained all for which he had

striven,

He bethought him of buying a passport to heaven ;

D2
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Good and great as he was, yet he did not well know,
How soon, or which way, his great spirit might go. 20

He sought the grey friars, who beside a wild stream,

Refected their frames on a primitive scheme ;

The gravest and wisest Gwenwynwyn found out,

All lonely and ghostly, and angling for trout.

Below the white dash of a mighty cascade, 25

Where a pool of the stream a deep resting-place

made,
And rock-rooted oaks stretched their branches on

high,

The friar stood musing, and throwing his fly.

To him said Gwenwynwyn,
*

Hold, father, here 's

store,

For the good of the church, and the good of the

poor
'

; 30

Then he gave him the stone ; but, ere more he could

speak,
Wrath came on the friar, so holy and meek.

He had stretched forth his hand to receive the red

gold,

And he thought himself mocked by Gwenwynwyn
the Bold ;
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And in scorn of the gift, and in rage at the giver, 35

He jerked it immediately into the river.

Gwenwynwyn, aghast, not a syllable spake ;

The philosopher's stone made a duck and a drake ;

Two systems of circles a moment were seen,

And the stream smoothed them off, as they never

had been. 4

Gwenwynwyn regained, and uplifted his voice,
' Oh friar, grey friar, full rash was thy choice ;

The stone, the good stone, which away thou hast

thrown,

Was the stone of all stones, the philosopher's stone.'

The friar looked pale, when his error he knew ; 45

The friar looked red, and the friar looked blue ;

And heels over head, from the point of a rock,

He plunged, without stopping to pull off his frock.

He dived very deep, but he dived all in vain,

The prize he had slighted he found not again ; 50

Many times did the friar his diving renew,

And deeper and deeper the river still grew.

Gwenwynwyn gazed long, of his senses in doubt,
To see the grey friar a diver so stout ;

Then sadly and slowly his castle he sought, 55

And left the friar diving, like dabchick distraught.
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Gwenwynwyn fell sick with alarm and despite,

Died, and went to the devil, the very same night ;

The magnanimous heroes he held in his pay
Sacked his castle, and marched with the plunder

away. 60

No knell on the silence of midnight was rolled

For the flight of the soul of Gwenwynwyn the Bold.

The brethren, unfeed, let the mighty ghost pass,

Without praying a prayer, or intoning a mass.

The friar haunted ever beside the dark stream ; 65

The philosopher's stone was his thought and his

dream :

And day after day, ever head under heels,

He dived all the time he could spare from his meals.

He dived, and he dived, to the end of his days, 69

As the peasants oft witnessed with fear and amaze.

The mad friar's diving-place long was their theme,
And no plummet can fathom that pool of the stream.

And still, when light clouds on the midnight winds

ride,

If by moonlight you stray on the lone river-side,

The ghost of the friar may be seen diving there, 75

With head in the water, and heels in the air.

T. L. PEACOCK.
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LA BELLE DAME SANS MERCI
*

AH, what can ail thee, wretched wight.

Alone and palely loitering ?

The sedge is withered from the lake,

And no birds sing.

Ah, what can ail thee, wretched wight, 5

So haggard and so woe-begone ?

The squirrel's granary is full,

And the harvest 's done.

I see a lily on thy brow
With anguish moist and fever dew ; 10

And on thy cheek a fading rose

Fast withereth too.'

*

I met a lady in the meads,
Full beautiful, a faery's child ;

Her hair was long, her foot was light, 15

And her eyes were wild.

I set her on my pacing steed,

And nothing else saw all day long ;

For sideways would she lean, and sing
A faery's song. 20

I made a garland for her head,
And bracelets too, and fragrant zone ;

She looked at me as she did love,

And made sweet moan.
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She found me roots of relish sweet, 25

And honey wild, and manna dew,
And sure in language strange she said,

"
I love thee true."

She took me to her elfin grot,

And there she gazed and sighed deep, 30

And there I shut her wild, sad eyes
So kissed to sleep.

And there we slumbered on the moss,

And there I dreamed, ah woe betide !

The latest dream I ever dreamed 35

On the cold hill-side.

I saw pale kings, and princes too,

Pale warriors, death-pale were they all ;

Who cried
" La belle Dame sans merci

Hath thee in thrall I
"

40
v

I saw their starved lips in the gloam
With horrid warning gaped wide,

And I awoke, and found me here

On the cold hill-side.

And this is why I sojourn here 45

Alone and palely loitering,

Though the sedge is withered from the lake,

And no birds sing.'

J. KEATS.
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THE DREAM OF EUGENE ARAM

'TWAS in the prime of summer time,

An evening calm and cool,

And four-and-twenty happy boys
Came bounding out of school :

There were some that ran and some that leapt, 5

Like troutlets in a pool.

Away they sped with gamesome minds,

And souls untouched by sin ;

To a level mead they came, and there

They drave the wickets in : 10

Pleasantly shone the setting sun

Over the town of Lynn.

Like sportive deer they coursed about,

And shouted as they ran,

Turning to mirth all things of earth 15

As only boyhood can ;

But the Usher sat remote from all,

A melancholy man !

His hat was off, his vest apart,
To catch heaven's blessed breeze ;

20

For a burning thought was in his brow,
And his bosom ill at ease :

So he leaned his head on his hands, and read

The book between his knees !
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Leaf after leaf he turned it o'er, 25

Nor ever glanced aside,

For the peace of his soul he read that book

In the golden eventide :

Much study had made him very lean,

And pale, and leaden-eyed. 30

At last he shut the ponderous tome,
With a fast and fervent grasp

He strained the dusky covers close,

And fixed the brazen hasp :

*

Oh, God ! could I so close my mind, 35

And clasp it with a clasp !
'

Then leaping on his feet upright,
Some moody turns he took,

Now up the mead, then down the mead,
v And past a shady nook, 40

And lo ! he saw a little boy,
That pored upon a book.

*

My gentle lad, what is't you read

Romance or fairy fable ?

Or is it some historic page, 45

Of kings and crowns unstable ?
'

The young boy gave an upward glance,
4
It is

" The death of Abel ".'
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The Usher took six hasty strides,

As smit with sudden pain, 50

Six hasty strides beyond the place,

Then slowly back again ;

And down he sat beside the lad,

And talked with him of Cain ;

And, long since then, of bloody men, 55

Whose deeds tradition saves ;

Of lonely folk cut off unseen,

And hid in sudden graves ;

Of horrid stabs, in groves forlorn,

And murders done in caves ;
60

And how the sprites of injured men
Shriek upward from the sod,

Aye, how the ghostly hand will point
To show the burial clod ;

And unknown facts of guilty acts 65

Are seen in dreams from God !

He told how murderers walk the earth

Beneath the curse of Cain,

With crimson clouds before their eyes,

And flames about their brain : 70

For blood has left upon their souls

Its everlasting stain !
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* And well ', quoth he,

'
I know, for truth,

Their pangs must be extreme,

Woe, woe, unutterable woe, 75

Who spill life's sacred stream !

For why ? Methought, last night, I wrought
A murder, in a dream !

' One that had never done me wrong
A feeble man, and old ; 80

I led him to a lonely field,

The moon shone clear and cold :

Now, here, said I, this man shall die,

And I will have his gold !

* Two sudden blows with a ragged stick, 85

And one with a heavy stone,

One hurried gash with a hasty knife,

And then the deed was done :

There was nothing lying at my foot

But lifeless flesh and bone ! 90

'

Nothing but lifeless flesh and bone,

That could not do me ill ;

And yet I feared him all the more,
For lying there so still :

There was a manhood in his look, 95

That murder could not kill !
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' And lo ! the universal air

Seemed lit with ghastly flame ;

Ten thousand thousand dreadful eyes

Were looking down in blame : 100

I took the dead man by his hand,

And called upon his name !

' Oh God ! it made me quake to see

Such sense within the slain !

But when I touched the lifeless clay, 105

The blood gushed out amain !

For every clot, a burning spot,

Was scorching in my brain !

*

My head was like an ardent coal,

My heart as solid ice ; no

My wretched, wretched soul, I knew,
Was at the Devil's price :

A dozen times I groaned ; the dead

Had never groaned but twice !

* And now, from forth the frowning sky, 115

From the Heaven's topmost height,

I heard a voice the awful voice

Of the blood-avenging Sprite :

" Thou guilty man ! take up thy dead,

And hide it from my sight !

"
120
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'

I took the dreary body up,
And cast it in a stream,

A sluggish water, black as ink,

The depth was so extreme :

My gentle Boy, remember this 125

Is nothing but a dream !

' Down went the corse with a hollow plunge,
And vanished in the pool ;

Anon I cleansed my bloody hands,

And washed my forehead cool, 130

And sat among the urchins young,
That evening in the school.

*

Oh, Heaven ! to think of their white souls,

And mine so black and grim !

I could not share in childish prayer, 135

Nor join in Evening Hymn :

Like a Devil of the Pit, I seemed,
'Mid holy Cherubim !

' And Peace went with them, one and all,

And each calm pillow spread ; 140

But Guilt was my grim Chamberlain

That lighted me to bed ;

And drew my midnight curtains round,

With fingers bloody red !
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'
All night I lay in agony, 145

In anguish dark and deep,

My fevered eyes I dared not close,

But stared aghast at Sleep :

For Sin had rendered unto her

The keys of Hell to keep ! 150

'
All night I lay in agony,

From weary chime to chime,
With one besetting horrid hint,

That racked me all the time,

A mighty yearning, like the first 155

Fierce impulse unto crime !

' One stern tyrannic thought, that made
All other thoughts its slave ;

Stronger and stronger every pulse
Did that temptation crave, 160

Still urging me to go and see

The Dead Man in his grave !

4

Heavily I rose up, as soon

As light was in the sky,

And sought the black accursed pool 165

With a wild misgiving eye ;

And I saw the Dead in the river bed,

For the faithless stream was dry.
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'

Merrily rose the lark, and shook

The dewdrop from its wing ; 470

But I never marked its morning flight,

I never heard it sing :

For I was stooping once again
Under the horrid thing.

* With breathless speed, like a soul in chase,

I took him up and ran ; 176

There was no time to dig a grave
Before the day began :

In a lonesome wood, with heaps of leaves,

I hid the murdered man ! 180

' And all that day I read in school,

But my thought was otherwhere ;

As soon as the mid-day task was done,

In secret I was there ;

And a mighty wind had swept the leaves, 185

And still the corse was bare !

* Then down I cast me on my face,

And first began to weep,
For I knew my secret then was one

That earth refused to keep : 190

Or land or sea, though he should be

Ten thousand fathoms deep.
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' So wills the fierce avenging Sprite,

Till blood for blood atones !

Aye, though he 's buried in a cave, 195

And trodden down with stones,

And years have rotted off his flesh,

The world shall see his bones !

* Oh God ! that horrid, horrid dream

Besets me now awake ! 200

Again again, with a dizzy brain,

The human life I take ;

And my red right hand grows raging hot,

Like Cranmer's at the stake.

* And still no peace for the restless clay, 205

Will wave or mould allow ;

The horrid thing pursues my soul,

It stands before me now !

'

The fearful Boy looked up, and saw

Huge drops upon his brow. 210

That very night, while gentle sleep

The urchin eyelids kissed,

Two stern-faced men set out from Lynn,

Through the cold and heavy mist ;

And Eugene Aram walked between, 215

With gyves upon his wrist.

T. HOOD.

O.O. BALLADS E
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IVRY

A SONG OF THE HUGUENOTS

Now glory to the Lord of Hosts, from whom all

glories are !

And glory to our Sovereign Liege, King Henry
of Navarre !

Now let there be the merry sound of music and

of dance,

Through thy cornfields green, and sunny vines, oh

pleasant land of France !

And thou, Rochelle, our own Rochelle, proud city

of the waters, 5

Again let rapture light the eyes of all thy mourning

daughters.
As thou wert constant in our ills, be joyous in our

joy,

For cold, and stiff, and still are they who wrought

thy walls annoy.
Hurrah ! hurrah ! a single field hath turned the

chance of war,

Hurrah ! hurrah ! for Ivry, and Henry of Navarre.

Oh ! how our hearts were beating, when, at the dawn
of day, ii

We saw the army of the League drawn out in long

array ;

With all its priest-led citizens, and all its rebel peers,

And Appenzel's stout infantry, and Egmont's
Flemish spears.
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There rode the brood of false Lorraine, the curses of

our land ; 15

And dark Mayenne was in the midst, a truncheon in

his hand :

And, as we looked on them, we thought of Seine's

empurpled flood,

And good Coligni's hoary hair all dabbled with his

blood ;

And we cried unto the living God, who rules the fate

of war,

To fight for his own holy name, and Henry of

Navarre. 20

The king is come to marshal us, in all his armour

drest,

And he has bound a snow-white plume upon his

gallant crest.

He looked upon his people, and a tear was in his eye ;

He looked upon the traitors, and his glance was stern

and high.

Right graciously he smiled on us, as rolled from

wing to wing, 25

Down all our line, a deafening shout,
' God save our

Lord the King.'
' And if my standard-bearer fall, as fall full well he

may,
For never saw I promise yet of such a bloody fray,

Press where ye see my white plume shine, amidst the

ranks of war,

And be your oriflamme to-day the helmet of

Navarre.' 30

E2
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Hurrah ! the foes are moving. Hark to the mingled
din

Of fife, and steed, and trump, and drum, and roaring
culverin.

The fiery Duke is pricking fast across Saint Andre's

plain,

With all the hireling chivalry of Guelders and

Almayne.
Now by the lips of those ye love, fair gentlemen of

France, 35

Charge for the golden lilies, upon them with the

lance.

A thousand spurs are striking deep, a thousand

spears in rest,

A thousand knights are pressing close behind the

snow-white crest ;

And in they burst, and on they rushed, while, like

a guiding star,

Amidst the thickest carnage blazed the helmet of

Navarre. 40

Now, God be praised, the day is ours. Mayenne
hath turned his rein.

D'Aumale hath cried for quarter. The Flemish

Count is slain.

Their ranks are breaking like thin clouds before

a Biscay gale ;

The field is heaped with bleeding steeds, and flags,

and cloven mail.
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And then we thought on vengeance, and, all along
our van, 45

' Remember St. Bartholomew ', was passed from

man to man.

But out spake gentle Henry,
* No Frenchman is

my foe :

Down, down with every foreigner, but let your
brethren go.'

Oh ! was there ever such a knight, in friendship or in

war,

As our sovereign Lord, King Henry, the soldier of

Navarre ? 50

Right well fought all the Frenchmen who fought for

France to-day :

And many a lordly banner God gave them for a prey.

But we of the religion have borne us best in fight ;

And the good lord of Rosny hath ta'en the cornet

white.

Our own true Maximilian the cornet white hath

ta'en, 55

The cornet white with crosses black, the flag of false

Lorraine.

Up with it high ; unfurl it wide ; that all the host

may know
How God hath humbled the proud house which

wrought his church such woe.

Then on the ground, while trumpets sound their

loudest point of war,

Fling the red shreds, a foot-cloth meet for Henry of

Navarre. 60
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Ho ! maidens of Vienna ; Ho ! matrons of Lucerne ;

Weep, weep, and rend your hair for those who never

shall return.

Ho ! Philip, send, for charity, thy Mexican pistoles,

That Antwerp monks may sing a mass for thy poor

spearmen's souls.

Ho ! gallant nobles of the League, look that your
arms be bright ; 65

Ho ! burghers of Saint Genevieve, keep watch and

ward to-night.

For our God hath crushed the tyrant, our God hath

raised the slave,

And mocked the counsel of the wise, and the valour

of the brave.

Then glory to his holy name, from whom all glories

are ;

And glory to our sovereign Lord, King Henry of

Navarre. 70

LORD MACAULAY.
s.

THE SILENT TOWER OF BOTTREAU

TINTADGEL bells ring o'er the tide,

The boy leans on his vessel side ;

He hears that sound, and dreams of home
Soothe the wild orphan of the foam.

' Come to thy God in time !

'

5

Thus saith their pealing chime :

Youth, manhood, old age past,
' Come to thy God at last.'
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But why are Bottreau's echoes still ?

Her tower stands proudly on the hill ;
10

Yet the strange chough that home hath found :

The lamb lies sleeping on .the ground.
' Come to thy God in time !

'

Should be her answering chime :

* Come to thy God at last !
'

15

Should echo on the blast.

The ship rode down with courses free,

The daughter of a distant sea :

Her sheet was loose, her anchor stored,

The merry Bottreau bells on board. 20

* Come to thy God in time 1
'

Rung out Tintadgel chime ;

Youth, manhood, old age past,
* Come to thy God at last !

'

The pilot heard his native bells 25

Hang on the breeze in fitful swells ;

* Thank God,' with reverent brow he cried,
* We make the shore with evening's tide.'

' Come to thy God in time !
'

It was his marriage chime : 30

Youth, manhood, old age past,

His bell must ring at last.

* Thank God, thou whining knave, on land,

But thank, at sea, the steersman's hand,'

The captain's voice above the gale : 35
' Thank the good ship and ready sail.'
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* Come to thy God in time !

'

Sad grew the boding chime :

* Come to thy God at last !
'

Boomed heavy on the blast. 40

Uprose that sea ! as if it heard

The mighty Master's signal-word :

What thrills the captain's whitening lip ?

The death-groans of his sinking ship.
' Come to thy God in time !

'

45

Swung deep the funeral chime :

Grace, mercy, kindness past,
' Come to thy God at last !

'

Long did the rescued pilot tell

When grey hairs o'er his forehead fell, 50

While those around would hear and weep
That fearful judgement of the deep.

' Come to thy God in time 1
'

He read his native chime :

Youth, manhood, old age past, 55

His bell rung out at last.

Still when the storm of Bottreau's waves

Is wakening in his weedy caves :

Those bells, that sullen surges hide,

Peal their deep notes beneath the tide : 60
* Come to thy God in time !

'

Thus saith the ocean chime :

Storm, billow, whirlwind past,
* Come to thy God at last !

'

R. S. HAWKER.
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THE LEGEND OF THE MONK FELIX

ONE morning, all alone,

Out of his convent of gray stone,

Into the forest older, darker, grayer,
His lips moving as if in prayer,
His head sunken upon his breast 5

As in a dream of rest,

Walked the Monk Felix. All about

The broad, sweet sunshine lay without,

Filling the summer air ;

And within the woodlands as he trod, 10

The dusk was like the Truce of God
With worldly woe and care ;

Under him lay the golden moss ;

And above him the boughs of hoary trees

Waved, and made the sign of the cross, 15

And whispered their Benedicites ;

And from the ground
Rose an odour sweet and fragrant
Of the wild-flowers and the vagrant
Vines that wandered, 20

Seeking the sunshine, round and round.

These he heeded not, but pondered
On the volume in his hand,
A volume of Saint Augustine,
Wherein he read of the unseen 35
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Splendours of God's great town
In the unknown land,

And, with his eyes cast down
In humility, he said :

4
1 believe, O God, 30

What herein I have read,

But, alas ! I do not understand !
'

And lo ! he heard

The sudden singing of a bird,

A snow-white bird, that from a cloud 35

Dropped down,
And among the branches brown
Sat singing

So sweet, and clear, and loud,

It seemed a thousand harp-strings ringing. 40

And the Monk Felix closed his book,
And long, long,

- With rapturous look,

He listened to the song,
And hardly breathed or stirred, 45

Until he saw, as in a vision,

The land Elysian,

And in the heavenly city heard

Angelic feet

Fall on the golden flagging of the street. 50

And he would fain

Have caught the wondrous bird,

But strove in vain ;
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For it flew away, away,
Far over hill and dell, 55

And instead of its sweet singing
He heard the convent bell

Suddenly in the silence ringing
For the service of noonday.
And he retraced 60

His pathway homeward sadly and in haste.

In the convent there was a change !

He looked for each well-known face,

But the faces were new and strange ;

New figures sat in the oaken stalls, 65

New voices chanted in the choir ;

Yet the place was the same place,

The same dusky walls

Of cold, gray stone,

The same cloisters and belfry and spire. 7

A stranger and alone

Among that brotherhood

The Monk Felix stood.
'

Forty years ', said a Friar,
' Have I been Prior 75

Of this convent in the wood,
But for that space
Never have I beheld thy face !

'

The heart of the Monk Felix fell :

And he answered, with submissive tone, 80
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*
This morning, after the hour of Prime,

I left my cell,

And wandered forth alone.

Listening all the time

To the melodious singing 85

Of a beautiful white bird,

Until I heard

The bells of the convent ringing
Noon from their noisy towers.

It was as if I dreamed ; 90

For what to me had seemed

Moments only, had been hours !
'

* Years !

'
said a voice close by.

It was an aged monk who spoke,
From a bench of oak 95

Fastened against the wall ;

He was the oldest monk of all.

For a whole century
Had he been there,

Serving God in prayer, 100

The meekest and humblest of his creatures.

He remembered well the features

Of Felix, and he said,

Speaking distinct and slow :

4 One hundred years ago, 105

When I was a novice in this place,

There was here a monk, full of God's grace,

Who bore the name
Of Felix, and this man must be the same.'
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And straightway no

They brought forth to the light of day
A volume old and brown,
A huge tome, bound

In brass and wild-boar's hide,

Wherein were written down 115

The names of all who had died

In the convent, since it was edified.

And there they found,

Just as the old monk said,

That on a certain day and date, 120

One hundred years before,

Had gone forth from the convent gate,

The Monk Felix, and never more
Had entered that sacred door.

He had been counted among the dead ! 125

And they knew, at last,

That, such had been the power
Of that celestial and immortal song,
A hundred years had passed,
And had not seemed so long 130

As a single hour !

H. W. LONGFELLOW.
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SKIPPER IRESON'S RIDE

OF all the rides since the birth of time,

Told in story or sung in rhyme,
On Apuleius's Golden Ass,

Or one-eyed Calendar's horse of brass,

Witch astride of a human back, 5

Islam's prophet on Al-Borak,

The strangest ride that ever was sped
Was Ireson's, out from Marblehead !

Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,

Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 10

By the women of Marblehead !

Body of turkey, head of owl,

Wings a-droop like a rained-on fowl,

Feathered and ruffled in every part,

Skipper Ireson stood in the cart. 15

Scores of women, old and young,

Strong of muscle, and glib of tongue,
Pushed and pulled up the rocky lane,

Shouting and singing the shrill refrain :

' Here 's Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt, 20

Torr'd an' futherr'd an' corr'd in a corrt

By the women o' Morble'ead !

'

Wrinkled scolds with hands on hips,

Girls in bloom of cheek and lips,

Wild-eyed, free-limbed, such as chase 25

Bacchus round some antique vase,
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Brief of skirt, with ankles bare,

Loose of kerchief and loose of hair,

With conch-shells blowing and fish-horns' twang,
Over and over the Maenads sang : 30

4 Here 's Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt,

Torr'd an' futherr'd an' corr'd in a corrt

By the women o' Morble'ead !
*

Small pity for him ! He sailed away
From a leaking ship, in Chaleur Bay, 35

Sailed away from a sinking wreck,

With his own town's-people on her deck !

*

Lay by ! lay by !

'

they called to him.

Back he answered,
'
Sink or swim !

Brag of your catch of fish again !

'

40

And off he sailed through the fog and rain !

Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,

Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart

By the women of Marblehead !

Fathoms deep in dark Chaleur 45

That wreck shall lie forevermore.

Mother and sister, wife and maid,

Looked from the rocks of Marblehead

Over the moaning and rainy sea,

Looked for the coming that might not be ! 50

What did the winds and the sea-birds say
Of the cruel captain who sailed away ?

Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,

Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart

By the women of Marblehead J 55



80 WHITTIER

Through the street, on either side,

Up flew windows, doors swung wide ;

Sharp-tongued spinsters, old wives gray,
Treble lent the fish-horn's bray.
Sea-worn grandsires, cripple-bound, 60

Hulks of old sailors run aground,
Shook head, and fist, and hat, and cane,

And cracked with curses the hoarse refrain :

' Here 's Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt,

Torr'd an' futherr'd an' corr'd in a corrt 65

By the women o' Morble'ead !
*

Sweetly along the Salem road

Bloom of orchard and lilac showed.

Little the wicked skipper knew
Of the fields so green and the sky so blue. 70

Riding there in his sorry trim,

Like an Indian idol glum and grim,

Scarcely he seemed the sound to hear

Of voices shouting, far and near :

* Here 's Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt, 75

Torr'd an' futherr'd an' corr'd in a corrt

By the women o' Morble'ead !
'

* Hear me, neighbors !

'

at last he cried,
* What to me is this noisy ride ?

What is the shame that clothes the skin 80

To the nameless horror that lives within ?

Waking or sleeping, I see a wreck,

And hear a cry from a reeling deck !
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Hate me and curse me, I only dread

The hand of God and the face of the dead !

'

85

Said old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,

Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart

By the women of Marblehead !

Then the wife of the skipper lost at sea

Said,
' God has touched him ! why should we ?

'

Said an old wife mourning her only son, 91
' Cut the rogue's tether and let him run !

'

So with soft relentings and rude excuse,

Half scorn, half pity, they cut him loose,

And gave him a cloak to hide him in, 95

And left him alone with his shame and sin.

Poor Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart,

Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart

By the women of Marblehead !

J. G. WHITTIER.

THE LADY OF SHALOTT

PART I

ON either side the river lie

Long fields of barley and of rye,

That clothe the wold and meet the sky ;

And through the field the road runs by
To many-towered Camelot ; 5

And up and down the people go,

Gazing where the lilies blow

Round an island there below,

The island of Shalott.

O.Q. BALLADS F
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Willows whiten, aspens quiver, to

Little breezes dusk and shiver

Through the wave that runs for ever

By the island in the river

Flowing down to Camelot.

Four grey walls, and four grey towers, 15

Overlook a space of flowers,

And the silent isle imbowers

The Lady of Shalott.

By the margin, willow-veiled,

Slide the heavy barges trailed 20

By slow horses ; and unhailed

The shallop flitteth silken-sailed

Skimming down to Camelot :

But who hath seen her wave her hand ?

Or at the casement seen her stand ? 25

Or is she known in all the land,

The Lady of Shalott ?

Only reapers, reaping early
In among the bearded barley,

Hear a song that echoes cheerly 30

From the river winding clearly,

Down to towered Camelot :

And by the moon the reaper weary,

Piling sheaves in uplands airy,

Listening, whispers
'

'Tis the fairy 35

Lady of Shalott.'
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PART II

There she weaves by night and day
A magic web with colours gay.

She has heard a whisper say,

A curse is on her if she stay 40

To look down to Camelot.

She knows not what the curse may be,

And so she weaveth steadily,

And little other care hath she,

The Lady of Shalott. 45

And moving through a mirror clear

That hangs before her all the year,

Shadows of the world appear.
There she sees the highway near

Winding down to Camelot : 50

There the river eddy whirls,

And there the surly village-churls,

And the red cloaks of market girls,

Pass onward from Shalott.

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad, 55

An abbot on an ambling pad,
Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad,
Or long-haired page in crimson clad,

Goes by to towered Camelot ;

And sometimes through the mirror blue *a

The knights come riding two and two :

She hath no loyal knight and true,

The Lady of Shalott.

F2
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But in her web she still delights

To weave the mirror's magic sights, 65

For often through the silent nights
A funeral, with plumes and lights,

And music, went to Camelot.

Or when the moon was overhead,

Came two young lovers lately wed ; 70
*
I am half sick of shadows,' said

The Lady of Shalott.

PART III

A bow-shot from her bower-eaves,

He rode between the barley-sheaves,
The sun came dazzling through the leaves, 75

And flamed upon the brazen greaves
Of bold Sir Lancelot.

A red-cross knight for ever kneeled

To a lady in his shield,

That sparkled on the yellow field, 80

Beside remote Shalott.

The gemmy bridle glittered free,

Like to some branch of stars we see

Hung in the golden Galaxy.
The bridle-bells rang merrily 85

As he rode down to Camelot :

And from his blazoned baldric slung
A mighty silver bugle hung,
And as he rode his armour rung,

Beside remote Shalott. 90
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All in the blue unclouded weather

Thick-jewelled shone the saddle-leather,

The helmet and the helmet-feather

Burned like one burning flame together,

As he rode down to Camelot. 91

As often through the purple night,

Below the starry clusters bright,

Some bearded meteor, trailing light,

Moves over still Shalott.

His broad clear brow in sunlight glowed ; 100

On burnished hooves his war-horse trode ;

From underneath his helmet flowed

His coal-black curls as on he rode,

As he rode down to Camelot.

From the bank and from the river 105

He flashed into the crystal mirror,
'
Tirra lirra,' by the river

Sang Sir Lancelot.

She left the web, she left the loom,

She made three paces through the room, xio

She saw the water-lily bloom,
She saw the helmet and the plume,

She looked down to Camelot.

Out flew the web and floated wide ;

The mirror cracked from side to side ; 115
' The curse is come upon me,' cried

The Lady of Shalott.
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PART IV

In the stormy east-wind straining

The pale yellow woods were waning,
The broad stream in his banks complaining,

Heavily the low sky raining 121

Over towered Camelot ;

Down she came and found a boat

Beneath a willow left afloat,

And round about the prow she wrote 125

The Lady of Shalott.

And down the river's dim expanse
Like some bold seer in a trance,

Seeing all his own mischance

With a glassy countenance 130

Did she look to Camelot,

And at the closing of the day
She loosed the chain and down she lay ;

The broad stream bore her far away,
The Lady of Shalott. 135

Lying, robed in snowy white,

That loosely flew to left and right

The leaves upon her falling light

Through the noises of the night
She floated down to Camelot : 140

And as the boat-head wound along
The willowy hills and fields among,

They heard her singing her last song,

The Lady of Shalott.
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Heard a carol, mournful, holy, 145

Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,

Till her blood was frozen slowly,

And her eyes were darkened wholly,
Turned to towered Camelot ;

For ere she reached upon the tide 150

The first house by the water-side,

Singing in her song she died,

The Lady of Shalott.

Under tower and balcony,

By garden-wall and gallery, 155

A gleaming shape she floated by,

Dead-pale between the houses high,

Silent into Camelot.

Out upon the wharfs they came,

Knight and burgher, lord and dame, 160

And round the prow they read her name,
The Lady of Shalott.

Who is this ? and what is here ?

And in the lighted palace near

Died the sound of royal cheer ; 165

And they crossed themselves for fear,

All the knights at Camelot :

But Lancelot mused a little space ;

He said,
' She has a lovely face ;

God in his mercy lend her grace. 170

The Lady of Shalott.'

LORD TENNYSON,
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'HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS
FROM GHENT TO AIX '

I SPRANG to the stirrup, and Joris, and he ;

I galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three ;

' Good speed !

'

cried the watch, as the gate-bolts

undrew ;

'

Speed !
'

echoed the wall to us galloping through ;

Behind shut the postern, the lights sank to rest, 5

And into the midnight we galloped abreast.

Not a word to each other ; we kept the great pace
Neck by neck, stride by stride, never changing our

place ;

I turned in my saddle and made its girths tight,

Then shortened each stirrup, and set the pique

right, 10

Rebuckled the cheek-strap, chained slacker the bit,

Nor galloped less steadily Roland a whit.

'Twas moonset at starting ; but while we drew near

Lokeren, the cocks crew and twilight dawned clear ;

At Boom, a great yellow star came out to see ; 15

At Diiffeld, 'twas morning as plain as could be ;

And from Mecheln church-steeple we heard the half-

chime,

So Joris broke silence with * Yet there is time !

'
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At Aerschot, up leaped of a sudden the sun,

And against him the cattle stood black every one, 20

To stare through the mist at us galloping past,

And I saw my stout galloper Roland at last,

With resolute shoulders, each butting away
The haze, as some bluff river headland its spray.

And his low head and crest, just one sharp ear bent

back 25

For my voice, and the other pricked out on his

track ;

And one eye's black intelligence, ever that glance
O'er its white edge at me, his own master, askance !

And the thick heavy spume-flakes which aye and

anon

His fierce lips shook upwards in galloping on. 30

By Hasselt, Dirck groaned ; and cried Joris,
'

Stay

spur !

Your Roos galloped bravely, the fault 's not in her,

We'll remember at Aix '

for one heard the quick
wheeze

Of her chest, saw the stretched neck and staggering

knees,

And sunk tail, and horrible heave of the flank, 35

As down on her haunches she shuddered and sank.
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So we were left galloping, Joris and I,

Past Looz and past Tongres, no cloud in the sky ;

The broad sun above laughed a pitiless laugh,

*Neath our feet broke the brittle bright stubble like

chaff ; 40

Till over by Dalhem a dome-spire sprang white,

And '

Gallop,' gasped Joris,
*
for Aix is in sight !

*

' How they'll greet us !

' and all in a moment his

roan

Rolled neck and croup over, lay dead as a stone ;

And there was my Roland to bear the whole weight
Of the news which alone could save Aix from her

fate, 46

With his nostrils like pits full of blood to the brim,
And with circles of red for his eye-sockets' rim.

Then I cast loose my buffcoat, each holster let fall,

Shook off both my jack-boots, let go belt and all, 50

Stood up in the stirrup, leaned, patted his ear,

Called my Roland his pet-name, my horse without

peer ;

Clapped my hands, laughed and sang, any noise, bad

or good,
Till at length into Aix Roland galloped and stood.
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And all I remember is, friends flocking round 55

As I sat with his head 'twixt my knees on the

ground ;

And no voice but was praising this Roland of mine,

As I poured down his throat our last measure of

wine,

Which (the burgesses voted by common consent)

Was no more than his due who brought good news

from Ghent. 60

R. BROWNING.

THE EXECUTION OF MONTROSE

COME hither, Evan Cameron !

Come, stand beside my knee

I hear the river roaring down
Towards the wintry sea.

There 's shouting on the mountain-side, 5

There 's war within the blast

Old faces look upon me,
Old forms go trooping past :

I hear the pibroch wailing
Amidst the din of fight, to

And my dim spirit wakes again

Upon the verge of night.

'Twas I that led the Highland host

Through wild Lochaber's snows,

What time the plaided clans came down 15

To battle with Montrose.
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I've told thee how the Southrons fell

Beneath the broad claymore,
And how we smote the Campbell clan

By Inverlochy's shore. 20

I've told thee how we swept Dundee
And tamed the Lindsay's pride ;

But never have I told thee yet
How the great Marquis died.

A traitor sold him to his foes ; 35

O deed of deathless shame !

I charge thee, boy, if e'er thou meet

With one of Assynt's name
Be it upon the mountain's side,

Or yet within the glen, 30

Stand he in martial gear alone,

Or backed by armed men
Face him, as thou wouldst face the man
Who wronged thy sire's renown ;

Remember of what blood thou art, 35

And strike the caitiff down !

They brought him to the Watergate,
Hard bound with hempen span,

As though they held a lion there,

And not a fenceless man. 40

They set him high upon a cart

The hangman rode below

They drew his hands behind his back,

And bared his noble brow.
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Then, as a hound is slipped from leash, 45

They cheered the common throng,
And blew the note with yell and shout,

And bade him pass along.

It would have made a brave man's heart

Grow sad and sick that day, 50

To watch the keen malignant eyes
Bent down on that array.

There stood the Whig west-country lords,

In balcony and bow ;

There sat their gaunt and withered dames, 55

And their daughters all a-row.

And every open window
Was full as full might be

With black-robed Covenanting carles,

That goodly sport to see ! 60

But when he came, though pale and wan,
He looked so great and high,

So noble was his manly front,

So calm his steadfast eye ;

The rabble rout forbore to shout, 65

And each man held his breath,

For well they knew the hero's soul

Was face to face with death.

And then a mournful shudder

Through all the people crept, 70
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And some that came to scoff at him
Now turned aside and wept.

But onwards always onwards,
In silence and in gloom,

The dreary pageant laboured, 75

Till it reached the house of doom :

Then first a woman's voice was heard

In jeer and laughter loud,

And an angry cry and a hiss arose

From the heart of the tossing crowd : 80

Then as the Graeme looked upwards,
He saw the ugly smile

Of him who sold his king for gold
The master-fiend Argyle !

The Marquis gazed a moment, 85

And nothing did he say,

But the cheek of Argyle grew ghastly pale,

And he turned his eyes away.
The painted harlot by his side,

She shook through every limb, 90

For a roar like thunder swept the street,

And hands were clenched at him ;

And a Saxon soldier cried aloud,
'

Back, coward, from thy place !

For seven long years thou hast not dared 95

To look him in the face.'
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Had I been there with sword in hand,

And fifty Camerons by,

That day through high Dunedin's streets

Had pealed the slogan-cry. 100

Not all their troops of trampling horse,

Nor might of mailed men
Not all the rebels of the south

Had borne us backwards then !

Once more his foot on Highland heath 105

Had trod as free as air,

Or I, and all who bore my name,
Been laid around him there !

It might not be. They placed him next

Within the solemn hall, no

Where once the Scottish kings were throned

Amidst their nobles all.

But there was dust of vulgar feet

On that polluted floor,

And perjured traitors filled the place its

Where good men sate before.

With savage glee came Warristoun

To read the murderous doom ;

And then uprose the great Montrose

In the middle of the room. 120

* Now by my faith as belted knight,
And by the name I bear,

And by the bright Saint Andrew's cross

That waves above us there
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Yea, by a greater, mightier oath 125

And oh, that such should be !

By that dark stream of royal blood

That lies 'twixt you and me
I have not sought in battle-field

A wreath of such renown, 130

Nor dared I hope on my dying day
To win the martyr's crown !

* There is a chamber far away
Where sleep the good and brave,

But a better place ye have named for me 135

Than by my father's grave.

For truth and right, 'gainst treason's might,
This hand hath always striven,

And ye raise it up for a witness still

In the eye of earth and heaven. 140

Then nail my head on yonder tower

Give every town a limb

And God who made shall gather them ;

I go from you to Him !

'

The morning dawned full darkly, 145

The rain came flashing down,
And the jagged streak of the levin-bolt

Lit up the gloomy town :

The thunder crashed across the heaven,

The fatal hour was come ; 150

Yet ay broke in with muffled beat,

The 'larum of the drum.
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There was madness on the earth below,

And anger in the sky,

And young and old, and rich and poor, 155

Came forth to see him die.

Ah, God ! that ghastly gibbet I

How dismal 'tis to see

The great tall spectral skeleton,

The ladder and the tree ! 160

Hark ! hark ! it is the clash of arms

The bells begin to toll
* He is coming ! he is coming !

God's mercy on his soul !

'

One last long peal of thunder 165

The clouds are cleared away,
And the glorious sun once more looks down
Amidst the dazzling day.

* He is coming ! he is coming !

'

Like a bridegroom from his room, 170

Came the hero from his prison
To the scaffold and the doom.

There was glory on his forehead,

There was lustre in his eye,

And he never walked to battle 175

More proudly than to die :

There was colour in his visage,

Though the cheeks of all were wan,
And they marvelled as they saw him pass,
That great and goodly man ! 180

O.G. BALLADS G
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He mounted up the scaffold,

And he turned him to the crowd ;

But they dared not trust the people,
So he might not speak aloud.

But he looked upon the heavens, 185

And they were clear and blue,

And in the liquid ether

The eye of God shone through !

Yet a black and murky battlement

Lay resting on the hill, 190

As though the thunder slept within

All else was calm and still.

The grim Geneva ministers

With anxious scowl drew near,

As you have seen the ravens flock 195

Around the dying deer.

He would not deign them word nor sigh,

But alone he bent the knee ;

And veiled his face for Christ's dear grace
Beneath the gallows-tree. 200

Then radiant and serene he rose,

And cast his cloak away :

For he had ta'en his latest look

Of earth and sun and day.

A beam of light fell o'er him, 205

Like a glory round the shriven,

And he climbed the lofty ladder

As it were the path to heaven.
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Then came a flash from out the cloud,

And a stunning thunder-roll ; 210

And no man dared to look aloft,

For fear was on every soul.

There was another heavy sound,

A hush and then a groan ;

And darkness swept across the sky 215

The work of death was done !

W, E. AYTOUN.

THE LAST BUCCANIER

On England is a pleasant place for them that's rich

and high,

But England is a cruel place for such poor folks as I ;

And such a port for mariners I ne'er shall see again
As the pleasant Isle of Aves, beside the Spanish

main.

There were forty craft in Aves that were both swift

and stout, 5

All furnished well with small arms and cannons

round about ;

And a thousand men in Aves made laws so fair and

free

To choose their valiant captains and obey them

loyally.

G2
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Thence we sailed against the Spaniard with his

hoards of plate and gold,

Which he wrung with cruel tortures from Indian

folk of old ;
10

Likewise the merchant captains, with hearts as hard

as stone,

Who flog men and keel-haul them, and starve them

to the bone.

Oh the palms grew high in Aves, and fruits that

shone like gold,

And the colibris and parrots they were gorgeous to

behold ;

And the negro maids to Aves from bondage fast did

flee, 15

To welcome gallant sailors, a-sweeping in from sea.

Oh sweet it was in Aves to hear the landward breeze

A-swing with good tobacco in a net between the

trees,

With a negro lass to fan you, while you listened to

the roar

Of the breakers on the reef outside, that never

touched the shore. 20

But Scripture saith, an ending to all fine things

must be ;

So the King's ships sailed on Aves, and quite put
down were we.
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All day we fought like bulldogs, but they burst the

booms at night ;

And I fled in a piragua, sore wounded, from the

fight.

Nine days I floated starving, and a negro lass beside,

Till for all I tried to cheer her, the poor young thing
she died ;

26

But as I lay a gasping, a Bristol sail came by,
And brought me home to England here, to beg

until I die.

And now I'm old and going I'm sure I can't tell

where ;

One comfort is, this world's so hard, I can't be worse

off there : 30

If I might but be a sea-dove, I'd fly across the main.

To the pleasant Isle of Aves, to look at it once again.

C. KINGSLEY.

THE old mayor climbed the belfry tower,
The ringers ran by two, by three ;

'

Pull, if ye never pulled before ;

Good ringers, pull your best,' quoth he.
'

Play uppe, play uppe, O Boston bells !

Ply all your changes, all your swells,

Play uppe
" The Brides of Enderby ".'
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Men say it was a stolen tyde
The Lord that sent it, he knows all ;

But in niyne ears doth still abide 10

The message that the bells let fall :

And there was naught of strange, beside

The flights of mews and peewits pied

By millions crouched on the old sea wall.

I sat and spun within the doore, 15

My thread brake off, I raised myne eyes ;

The level sun, like ruddy ore,

Lay sinking in the barren skies ;

And dark against day's golden death

She moved where Lindis wandereth, 20

My sonne's fair wife, Elizabeth.

' Cusha ! Cusha ! Cusha !
'

calling,

Ere the early dews were falling,

Farre away I heard her song,
' Cusha ! Cusha !

'

all along ; 25

Where the reedy Lindis floweth,

Floweth, floweth,

From the meads where melick groweth

Faintly came her milking song.

' Cusha ! Cusha ! Cusha !
'

calling, 30
' For the dews will soone be falling ;

Leave your meadow grasses mellow,

Mellow, mellow ;

Quit your cowslips, cowslips yellow ;
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Come uppe Whitefoot, come uppe Lightfoot, 35

Quit the stalks of parsley hollow,

Hollow, hollow ;

Come uppe Jetty, rise and follow,

From the clovers lift your head ;

Come uppe Whitefoot, come uppe Lightfoot, 40

Come uppe Jetty, rise and follow,

Jetty, to the milking shed.'

If it be long, aye, long ago,
When I beginne to think howe long.;

Againe I hear the Lindis flow, 45

Swift as an arrowe, sharp and strong ;

And all the aire, it seemeth mee,
Bin full of floating bells (sayth shee),

That ring the tune of Enderby.

Alle fresh the level pasture lay, 50

And not a shadowe mote be scene,

Save where full fyve good miles away
The steeple towered from out the greene,

And lo 1 the great bell farre and wide

Was heard in all the country side 55

That Saturday at eventide.

The swanherds where their sedges are

Moved on in sunset's golden breath,

The shepherde lads I heard afarre,

And my sonne's wife, Elizabeth ; 60
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Till floating o'er the grassy sea

Came downe that kyndly message free,

The '

Brides of Mavis Enderby '.

Then some looked uppe into the sky,
And all along where Lindis flows 65

To where the goodly vessels lie,

And where the lordly steeple shows.

They sayde,
* And why should this thing be ?

What danger lowers by land or sea ?

They ring the tune of Enderby 1 70

* For evil news from Mablethorpe,
Of pyrate galleys warping down ;

For shippes ashore beyond the scorpe,

They have not spared to wake the towne :

But while the west bin red to see, 75

And storms be none, and pyrates flee,

Why ring
" The Brides of Enderby

"
?

'

I looked without, and lo ! my sonne

Came riding downe with might and main :

He raised a shout as he drew on, 80

Till all the welkin rang again,
'
Elizabeth ! Elizabeth !

'

(A sweeter woman ne'er drew breath

Than my sonne's wife, Elizabeth.)

' The olde sea wall (he cried) is downe, 85

The rising tide comes on apace,
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And boats adrift in yonder towne

Go sailing uppe the market-place.'
He shook as one that looks on death :

' God save you, mother 1
'

straight he saith ; 90
' Where is my wife, Elizabeth ?

'

4 Good sonne, where Lindis winds away,
With her two bairns I marked her long ;

And ere yon bells beganne to play
Afar I heard her milking song.' 95

He looked across the grassy lea,

To right, to left,
* Ho Enderby 1

'

They rang
'

The Brides of Enderby !
'

With that he cried and beat his breast ;

For, lo ! along the river's bed 100

A mighty eygre reared his crest,

And uppe the Lindis raging sped.
It swept with thunderous noises loud ;

Shaped like a curling snow-white cloud,

Or like a demon in a shroud. 105

And rearing Lindis backward pressed
Shook all her trembling bankes amaine ;

Then madly at the eygre's breast

Flung uppe her weltering walls again.

Then bankes came downe with ruin and rout no

Then beaten foam flew round about

Then all the mighty floods were out.
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So farre, so fast the eygre drave,

The heart had hardly time to beat,

Before a shallow seething wave 115

Sobbed in the grasses at cure feet :

The feet had hardly time to flee

Before it brake against the knee,

And all the world was in the sea.

Upon the roofe we sate that night, 120

The noise of bells went sweeping by :

I marked the lofty beacon light

Stream from the church tower, red and high
A lurid mark and dread to see ;

And awsome bells they were to mee, 125

That in the dark rang
'

Enderby '.

They rang the sailor lads to guide
From roofe to roofe who fearless rowed ;

And I my sonne was at my side,

And yet the ruddy beacon glowed ; 130

And yet he moaned beneath his breath,
4 O come in life, or come in death !

O lost ! my love, Elizabeth.'

And didst thou visit him no more ?

Thou didst, thou didst, my daughter deare ; 135

The waters laid thee at his doore,

Ere yet the early dawn was clear.



THE HIGH TIDE 107

Thy pretty bairns in fast embrace,

The lifted sun shone on thy face,

Downe drifted to thy dwelling-place. 140

That flow strewed wrecks about the grass,

That ebbe swept out the flocks to sea ;

A fatal ebbe and flow, alas !

To manye more than myne and mee :

But each will mourn his own (she saith) ; 145

And sweeter woman ne'er drew breath

Than my sonne's wife, Elizabeth.

I shall never hear her more

By the reedy Lindis shore,
' Cusha ! Cusha ! Cusha !

'

calling, 150

Ere the early dews be falling ;

I shall never hear her song,
' Cusha ! Cusha !

'

all along
Where the sunny Lindis floweth,

Goeth, floweth ; 155

From the meads where melick groweth,
When the water winding down,
Onward floweth to the town.

I shall never see her more
Where the reeds and rushes quiver, 160

Shiver, quiver ;

Stand beside the sobbing river,

Sobbing, throbbing, in its falling

To the sandy lonesome shore ;
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I shall never hear her calling, 165
' Leave your meadow grasses mellow,

Mellow, mellow ;

Quit your cowslips, cowslips yellow ;

Come uppe Whitefoot, come uppe Lightfoot ;

Quit your pipes of parsley hollow, 170

Hollow, hollow ;

Come uppe Lightfoot, rise and follow ;

Lightfoot, Whitefoot,

From your clovers lift the head ;

Come uppe Jetty, follow, follow, 175

Jetty, to the milking shed.'

JEAN INGELOW.

THE NECKAN

IN summer, on the headlands,

The Baltic Sea along,

Sits Neckan with his harp of gold,

And sings his plaintive song.

Green rolls beneath the headlands, 5

Green rolls the Baltic Sea,

And there, below the Neckan's feet,

His wife and children be.

He sings not of the ocean,

Its shells and roses pale. 10

Of earth, of earth the Neckan sings ;

He hath no other tale.
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He sits upon the headlands,

And sings a mournful stave

Of all he saw and felt on earth, 15

Far from the green sea wave.

Sings how, a knight, he wandered

By castle, field, and town.

But earthly knights have harder hearts

Than the Sea Children own. 20

Sings of his earthly bridal

Priest, knights, and ladies gay.
* And who art thou,' the priest began,

'
Sir Knight, who wedd'st to-day ?

'

'

I am no knight,' he answered ; 25
* From the sea waves I come.'

The knights drew sword, the ladies screamed,

The surpliced priest stood dumb.

He sings how from the chapel
He vanished with his bride, 30

And bore her down to the sea halls,

Beneath the cold sea tide.

He sings how she sits weeping
'Mid shells that round her lie.

4
False Neckan shares my bed,' she weeps ; 35

' No Christian mate have I.'
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He sings how through the billows

He rose to earth again,

And sought a priest to sign the cross,

That Neckan Heaven might gain. 40

He sings how, on an evening,
Beneath the birch trees cool,

He sate and played his harp of gold,

Beside the river pool.

Beside the pool sate Neckan 45

Tears filled his cold blue eye.

On his white mule, across the bridge,

A cassocked priest rode by.

* Why sitt'st thou there, O Neckan,
And play'st thy harp of gold ? 50

Sooner shall this my staff bear leaves,

Than thou shalt Heaven behold.'

The cassocked priest rode onwards,

And vanished with his mule.

And Neckan in the twilight grey 55

Wept by the river pool.

In summer, on the headlands,

The Baltic Sea along,

Sits Neckan with his harp of gold,

And sings this plaintive song. 60

M. ARNOLD.
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KEITH OF RAVELSTON

THE murmur of the mourning ghost
That keeps the shadowy kine,

'

Oh, Keith of Ravelston,

The sorrows of thy line !
'

Ravelston, Ravelston, 5

The merry path that leads

Down the golden morning hill

And through the silver meads ;

Ravelston, Ravelston,

The stile beneath the tree, 10

The maid that kept her mother's kine,

The song that sang she J

She sang her song, she kept her kine,

She sat beneath the thorn,

When Andrew Keith of Ravelston 15

Rode through the Monday morn.

His henchmen sing, his hawk-bells ring,

His belted jewels shine !

Oh, Keith of Ravelston,

The sorrows of thy line ! 20

Year after year, where Andrew came,
Comes evening down the glade ;

And still there sits a moonshine ghost
Where sat the sunshine maid.
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Her misty hair is faint and fair, 25

She keeps the shadowy kine ;

Oh, Keith of Ravelston,

The sorrows of thy line !

I lay my hand upon the stile,

The stile is lone and cold ; 30

The burnie that goes babbling by
Says naught that can be told.

Yet, stranger ! here, from year to year,

She keeps her shadowy kine ;

Oh, Keith of Ravelston, 35

The sorrows of thy line !

Step out three steps, where Andrew stood

Why blanch thy cheeks for fear ?

The ancient stile is not alone,

'Tis not the burn I hear ! 40

She makes her immemorial moan,
She keeps her shadowy kine ;

Oh, Keith of Ravelston,

The sorrows of thy line !

S, DOBELL,
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SHAMEFUL DEATH

THERE were four of us about that bed ;

The mass-priest knelt at the side,

I and his mother stood at the head,

Over his feet lay the bride ;

We were quite sure that he was dead, 5

Though his eyes were open wide.

He did not die in the night,

He did not die in the day,
But in the morning twilight

His spirit passed away, 10

When neither sun nor moon was bright,

And the trees were merely grey.

He was not slain with the sword,

Knight's axe, or the knightly spear,

Yet spoke he never a word 15

After he came in here ;

I cut away the cord

From the neck of my brother dear.

He did not strike one blow,

For the recreants came behind, 20

In a place where the hornbeams grow,
A path right hard to find,

For the hornbeam boughs swing so,

That the twilight makes it blind.

O.G. BALLADS H
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They lighted a great torch then, 25

When his arms were pinioned fast,

Sir John the knight of the Fen,
Sir Guy of the Dolorous Blast,

With knights threescore and ten,

Hung brave Lord Hugh at last. 30

I am threescore and ten,

And my hair is all turned grey,
But I met Sir John of the Fen

Long ago on a summer day,
And am glad to think of the moment when 35

I took his life away.

I am threescore and ten,

And my strength is mostly passed,
But long ago I and my men,
When the sky was overcast, 40

And the smoke rolled over the reeds of the fen,

Slew Guy of the Dolorous Blast.

And now, knights all of you,
I pray you pray for Sir Hugh,

A good knight and a true, 45

And for Alice, his wife, pray too.

W. MORRIS.
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THE BRIDE'S TRAGEDY

* THE wind wears roun', the day wears doun,

The moon is grisly grey ;

There 's nae man rides by the mirk muirsides,

Nor down the dark Tyne's way.'

In, in, out and in, 5

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.

' And winna ye watch the night wi' me,
And winna ye wake the morn ?

Foul shame it were that your ae mither

Should brook her ae son's scorn.' 10

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.

' O mither, I may not sleep nor stay,

My weird is ill to dree ;

For a fause faint lord of the south seaboard 15

Wad win my bride of me.'

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.

' The winds are strang, and the nights are lang,

And the ways are sair to ride : 20

And I maun gang to wreak my wrang,
And ye maun bide and bide.'

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.

H2
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' Gin I maun bide and bide, Willie, 25

I wot my weird is sair :

Weel may ye get ye a light love yet,

But never a mither mair.'

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin. 30

' O gin the morrow be great wi' sorrow,

The wyte be yours of a' :

But though ye slay me that haud and stay me,
The weird ye will maun fa'.'

In, in, out and in, 35

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.

When cocks were crawing and day was dawing,
He 's boun' him forth to ride :

And the ae first may he 's met that day
Was fause Earl Robert's bride. 40

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.

O blithe and braw were the bride-folk a',

But sad and saft rade she ;

And sad as doom was her fause bridegroom, 45

But fair and fain was he.

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.
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* And winna ye bide, sae saft ye ride,

And winna ye speak wi' me ? 5

For mony's the word and the kindly word

I have spoken aft wi' thee.'

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.

*

My lamp was lit yestreen, Willie, 55

My window-gate was wide :

But ye camena nigh me till day came by me
And made me not your bride.'

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin. 60

He 's set his hand to her bridle-rein,

He 's turned her horse away :

And the cry was sair, and the wrath was mair,

And fast and fain rode they.

In, in, out and in, 65

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.

But when they came by Chollerford,

I wot the ways were fell ;

For broad and brown the spate swang down,
And the lift was mirk as hell. 70

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.
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4 And will ye ride yon fell water,

Or will ye bide for fear ?

Nae scathe ye'll win o' your father's kin, 75

Though they should slay me here.'

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.

*
I had liefer ride yon fell water,

Though strange it be to ride, 80

Than I wad stand on the fair green strand

And thou be slain beside.'

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.

*
I had liefer swim yon wild water, 85

Though sair it be to bide,

Than I wad stand at a strange man's hand,
To be a strange man's bride.'

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin. 90

*
I had liefer drink yon dark water,

Wi' the stanes to make my bed,

And the faem to hide me, and thou beside me,
Than I wad see thee dead.'

In, in, out and in, 95

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.
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He 's kissed her twice, he 's kissed her thrice,

On cheek and lip and chin :

He 's wound her rein to his hand again,

And lightly they leapt in, 100

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.

Their hearts were high to live or die,

Their steeds were stark of limb :

But the stream was starker, the spate was darker.

Than man might live and swim. 106

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin.

The first ae step they strode therein,

It smote them foot and knee : no
But ere they wan to the mid water

The spate was as the sea.

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin,

But when they wan to the mid water, 115

It smote them hand and head :

And nae man knows but the wave that flows

Where they lie drowned and dead.

In, in, out and in,

Blaws the wind and whirls the whin. 120

A. C. SWINBURNE.
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SCREAMING TARN

THE saddest place that e'er I saw

Is the deep tarn above the inn

That crowns the mountain-road, whereby
One southward bound his way must win.

Sunk on the table of the ridge 5

From its deep shores is naught to see ;

The unresting wind lashes and chills

Its shivering ripples ceaselessly.

Three sides 'tis banked with stones aslant,

And down the fourth the rushes grow, 10

And yellow sedge fringing the edge
With lengthen'd image all arow.

'Tis square and black, and on its face

When noon is still, the mirror'd sky
Looks dark and further from the earth 15

Than when you gaze at it on high.

At mid of night, if one be there

So say the people of the hill

A fearful shriek of death is heard,

One sudden scream both loud and shrill. 20

And some have seen on stilly nights,

And when the moon was clear and round,

Bubbles which to the surface swam
And burst as if they held the sound.
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'Twas in the days ere hapless Charles 25

Losing his crown had lost his head,

This tale is told of him who kept
The inn upon the watershed :

He was a lowbred ruin'd man
Whom lawless times set free from fear : 30

One evening to his house there rode

A young and gentle cavalier.

With curling hair and linen fair

And jewel-hilted sword he went ;

The horse he rode he had ridden far, 35

And he was with his journey spent.

He asked a lodging for the night,

His valise from his steed unbound,
He let none bear it but himself

And set it by him on the ground. 40

* Here 's gold or jewels ', thought the host,
' That 's carrying south to find the king.'

He chattered many a loyal word,
And scraps of royal airs gan sing.

His guest thereat grew more at ease, 45

And o'er his wine he gave a toast,

But little ate, and to his room
Carried his sack behind the host.
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' Now rest you well,' the host he said,

But of his wish the word fell wide ; 50

Nor did he now forget his son

Who fell in fight by Cromwell's side.

Revenge and poverty have brought
Full gentler heart than his to crime ;

And he was one by nature rude, 55

Born to foul deeds at any time.

With unshod feet at dead of night
In stealth he to the guest-room crept,

Lantern and dagger in his hand,
And stabbed bis victim while he slept. 60

But as he struck a scream there came,
A fearful scream so loud and shrill :

He whelm'd the face with pillows o'er,

And lean'd till all had long been still.

Then to the face the flame he held 65

To see there should no life remain :

When lo ! his brutal heart was quell'd :

'Twas a fair woman he had slain.

The tan upon her throat was paint,

The manly hair was torn away, 70

Soft was the breast that he had pierced ;

Beautiful in her death she lay.
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His was no heart to faint at crime,

Tho' half he wished the deed undone.

He pulled the valise from the bed 75

To find the booty he had won.

He cut the straps, and pushed within

His murderous fingers to their theft.

A deathly sweat came o'er his brow,
He had no sense nor meaning left. 80

He touched not gold, it was not cold,

It was not hard, it felt like flesh.

He drew out by the curling hair

A young man's head, and murder'd fresh ;

A young man's head, cut by the neck. 85

But what was dreader still to see,

Her whom he had slain he saw again,
The twain were like as like can be.

Brother and sister if they were,

Both in one shroud they now were wunod,
Across his back and down the stair, 91

Out of the house without a sound.

He made his way unto the tarn,

The night was dark and still and dank ;

The ripple chuckling neath the boat 95

Laughed as he drew it to the bank.
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Upon the bottom of the boat

He laid his burden flat and low,

And on them laid the square sandstones

That round about the margin go. 100

Stone upon stone he weighed them down,
Until the boat would hold no more ;

The freeboard now was scarce an inch :

He stripp'd his clothes and push'd from shore.

All naked to the middle pool 105

He swam behind in the dark night ;

And there he let the water in

And sank his terror out of sight.

He swam ashore, and donn'd his dress,

And scraped his bloody fingers clean ; no

Ran home and on his victim's steed

Mounted, and never more was seen.
s

But to a comrade ere he died

He told his story guess'd of none :

So from his lips the crime returned 115

To haunt the spot where it was done.

R. BRIDGES.



NOTES

IT has been impossible to find space for more than twenty-
three representative ballads and lays, because of the great

length of some of them and the necessity of printing them
in full. The authors range from Cowper to Bridges, and
their poems are given in chronological order. The word
' modern ' has been used to distinguish the ballads chosen

from those of old time, such as ' The Wife of Usher's Well ',

or *

Chevy Chase ', or '

Mary Ambree '. It is hoped that the

selection may be found useful in schools and also by reciters.

P. 3. Cowper. Some verses of an intended sequel were
found in Cowper's handwriting. The first two, as printed in

the Oxford edition, edited by H. S. Milford, run :

Then Mrs. Gilpin sweetly said

Unto her children three,
'
I'll clamber o'er this style so high,
And you climb after me '.

But having climbed unto the top,
She could no further go,

But sate, to every passer-by,
A spectacle and show.

P. 16. Scott. From Rokeby.
P. 18. Coleridge. First published in Lyrical Ballads,

1798, the ' Rime ' did not appear under the author's name
until 1817, when the marginal glosses were added.

P. 45. Southey. This ballad is based on ' a curious
tradition ', preserved in Stoddart's Remarks on Scotland.
The rock was '

by east the Isle of May, twelve miles from all

land in the German seas '.

P. 51. Peacock. From Crotchet Castle.

P. 55. Keats. The text followed is that published by
Leigh Hunt in the Indicator on May 10, 1820. In its earlier

form the poem was written in a journal-letter to George Keats
and his wife.
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P. 57. Hood. A true story, except that the body of the

murdered man, a shoemaker of Knaresborough, Yorkshire, was
not discovered until nearly fourteen years after the murder,
which took place in 1745. Aram had an accomplice, who
finally confessed. Admiral Burney, the brother of Madame
d'Arblay, was at the school at Lynn in Norfolk where Aram
was usher, subsequent to his crime. The admiral stated that

the master, who was a very scholarly person, was beloved by
the boys, to whom he used to discourse of murder, not occa

sionally, but constantly, and in somewhat of the spirit ascribed

to him in the poem.
P. 70. Hawker. * The rugged heights that line the sea

shore in the neighbourhood of Tintadgel Castle and Church
are crested with towers. Among these, that of Bottreau,

or, as it is now written, Boscastle, is without bells. The
silence of this wild and lonely churchyard on festive or solemn

occasions is not a little striking. On inquiry I was told that

the bells were once shipped for this church, but that when the

vessel was within sight of the tower, the blasphemy of her

captain was punished in the manner related in the Poem.
The bells, they told me, still lie in the bay, and announce by
strange sounds the approach of a storm.' (Author's note.)

P. 73. Longfellow. From The Golden Legend.
P. 78. Whittier. Founded on fact, except that the crew

of, Captain Ireson, rather than himself, were responsible for

the abandonment of the disabled vessel.

P. 88. Browning. This is purely an imaginary story.
P. 91. Ayloun.

' There is no ingredient of fiction in the

historical incidents. The indignities that were heaped upon
Montrose during his procession through Edinburgh, his

appearance before the Estates, and his last passage to the

scaffold, as well as his undaunted bearing, have all been

spoken to by eyewitnesses of the scene.' (Author's note.)

P. 115. Swinburne. By kind permission of the Trustees

who control the copyrights. This is the ballad which Mr.

Watts-Dunton agreed with the compiler was the poet's best.

P. 120. Bridges. By kind permission of the Poet Laureate

and Messrs. Smith, Elder.
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